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[Ar. Who’s there? 

I Fran. Nay anfwer me, ftand and unfold your feue. 
[Bar. Long live the King. 
tFran. Barnardo ? 

Bar. Hee. 

Bran. You come moft carefully upon your houre. 

; Bar . Tis now ftrooke twelve : get thee to bed Francifcoa 
Fran.f or this reliefe much thanks, ’tis bitter cold, 

And I am ficke at heart. 

5<er.Have you had quiet guard ? 

Bran. Not a moufe ftirring. 

Bar. W ell, goodnight : 

If you doe meet Horatio and Marcelltu, 

Tne rivalls of my watch, bid them make hafte. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellm. 

Bran.l thinke I heare them. Stand ho ; who is there ? 

/fora. Friends to this ground. 

Mar, And Liegemen to the Dane/ 

A i Fran. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Trau.Gvtt you good night. 

Mar. O farewell honeftfouldiers : 

■&*r, Say, what is Horatio there ? 

Hora. A peeceofhim. 

Bar. Welcome Horatio , welcome good Marceltw. 

■Mar. Horatio layes tis but a phantafie. 

And will not let beliefe take hold of him, 

Touching this dreaded fight twice leene of ns • 

Therefore I have entreated him along. 

With us to watch the minutes of this ni°ht. 

That if againe this apparition come, ° 

He may approve our eyes and fpeake to it. 

Hora. Tufh,tufh,’cwill not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe a while. 

And let us once againe affaile youreares 
That are lb fortified againft our ftory, 

W hat we have two nights leene, 

Hora. Well, fit we downe. 

And let us heare Bamardo ipeake of this, 

A^r.Laft night of all, 

W hen yond fame ftar that’s Weftward from the Pole, 

Had made his courfet’illumine that part of heaven 
Where now it burnes, Marcellm and my felfe, 

The Bell then beating one. 

Enter Ghoft. 

Mar. Peace, breake thee off, looke whereit comes againe 1 
' Bar. In the fame figure, like the King that’s dead. 

Mar. Thou art a Scholar, Ipeake to it Horatio. 

Hor. Moft like, it horrowes me with feareand wonder. 

• Bar. It would be Ipoke to. 

Mar. Speake to it Horatio. 

Hera. W hat art thou that uifurpft this timeof night, 

Together with that faire and warlike forme, 

In which the Majefty of buried Dcnmarkc . 

TV/-? 



hathrelieved you? 



(Prince of Dcnmarke. 

•Sometimes march ? by heaven I charge thee fpeake; 

Itis offended. 

tgr see it ftalkesaway. . 

£ stay, fpeake, fpeake, I charge thee fpeake. 
a Exit Ghoft • 



^S»^Se aadWfcpa.e 

f • m<r\rp> than nhantafie ? 



Itr* HOW now norauu r - 

j sn ot this iomething more than phantafie . 

Whatthinkeyouofit? 






. • « 1' 



Ofmineowneeyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the King ? 

Bor. As thou art to thy felrc : 

Such was the very armour he had on, 

When he th’ ambitious Norway combated. 

So frown’d he once , when in an angry Parle 
He fmote the Headed Pollax on the ice. 

Tisftrange. 

Mar. Thus twice before, and jumpe at this fame houre. 
With martial lftalke hath he gone by ourwatch. 

Bora. In what particular thought to worke Iknow not, 
But in the grolfe and fcopeof mine opinion. 

This bodes lome ftrange eruption to our State. 

Mar. Good now fit downe,and tell me hethatknowes,.' 
Why this fame drift and moft obfervant watch 
So nightly toiles the fubjeft of the land. 

And with fuch daily coft of brafen Cannon, 

And forraine Mart for implements of warre ? 
Wbyfuchimprefleof fhip-wrights, whole fore taske 
Does not divide the Sunday from the weeke ? 

What might be toward, that this fvveaty hafte 
Doth make the night joint labour with the day ? 

Whois’t that can informe me ? 



Hora. That can I : 

Atleaftthe whilper gees fo. Our Iaft King, 

°‘ e image even bur now appear’d to us, 

' 2s j a 3 you know, by F ort inbrajfe of Norway, 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Thereto prickt on by a moft emulate pride, 

Dar’d to the combate j in which our valiant Hamlet 
(For lo this fide ofour knowne world efteem’d him')* 
Did flay this Fortinbrajfe , who by a feal’d cOmuaft 
W ell ratified by Law and.Heraldry, 

Did forfeit ( with his life) all thefe his lands 
Which he flood feiz’d of , to the Conquerour ; 
Againft the which a moity competent 
Was gaged by our King, which had returns 
To the inheritance of Fortinbraffe, 

Had he bin vanquifht ; as by the fame co-mart, 

And carriage of the Articles defigne. 

His fell to Hamlet : now fir, young Fortinbrajfe, 

Of unimproved metall, hot, and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 
Sharkt up a lift of lawlefierelblutes. 

For food and diet to feme enterprife 
That hath a ftomacke in’t , which no other 
As it doth well appeare unto our ftate, 

But to recover of us by ftrong hand 
And tearmes compulfatory,thofeforefaid lands 
So by his father loft : and this I take it 
Is the maine motive of our preparations. 

The fource of this our watch,and the chiefe head 
Of this pofte hafte, and romeage in the land. 

Bar. I thinkeit be no other but even lb : 

Well may it fort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch lb like the King 
That was and is thequeftion ofthelewarres. 

Hora . A mote it is to trouble the mindes eye. 

In the moft high and palmy ftate of Rome, 

A little ere the mightieft Julias fell. 

The graves flood tenantlelfe , and the fheeted dead 
Did fqueake and gibber in the Roman ftreets, 

As ftarres with traines of fire,and dewes of blood, 
Dilafters in the funne, and the moift ftarre. 

Upon whole influence Nep tunes Empire ftands. 
Was fickealmoft to Doomeiday with eclipfe, 



It Jpreads 
his armeSi 



frince of Denmarke. 

R„r loft behold / lo where it comes againe, 
ff crolTe it though it blaft me : Stay illufion, 
tfthou haft any found , or ule of voice, . 

Soeaketome: if there be any good thing to be dons# 

That may to thee doe eafe , and grace to me, 

Speaketome. 

If thou art privie to thy Countries fate. 

Which happely foreknowing may avoid, 

Ofpeake: 

Or ifthou haft uphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafure in the wombe of earth,. 

Forwhich they fay your Ipiritsoft walke in death. The cocky 

Speake of it, flay and Ipeake ; ftopit Marcellas . crowes. 

Mar. Shall I ftrikeit with mypartilan ? 

Bor. Doe if it will not ftand. 

Atr.Tishere. 

Htfr.’Tisher^. 

■MarjTis gone. 

W e doe it wrong , being lo Majefticall, 

To offer it the fhevv of violence : 

For it is as the aire,invulnerable, 

Andourvaineblowes malicious mockery. 

Bar - It was about to Iprake when the cocke crewv: 

Hor. And then it ftarted, like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearefnll liimmons : I have heard, 

Thecockr, that is the trumpet to the morne, 

Dothwithhis lofty and fhrillfounding throat 

uiul da Y 5 and at his warning, 

’Whether in fea or fire, in earth oraire, 

11 extravagant and erring Ipirit hyes 
J* his confine ; and of the truth herein 
" ls prefent objedl made probation. 



The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cocke. 

Some fay that ever ’gainft that leafon comes, * 

W herein onr Saviours birth is celebrated. 

This bird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

And then they fay no fpirit dares ftirre abroad. 

The nights are wholfome ; then no Planets ftrikc, 

No Fairy takes, no witch hath power to charme ; * 

So hallowed and lb gracious is that time. 

. Her ■ So have I heard, and doe in part beleeve it 
But looke, the morne in ruflet mantle clad 
Walkes ore the dew of yon high Eaftward hill : 

Breake we our watch up , and by my advice 
Let us impart what we have feene to night 
Unto young Hamlet > for upon my life 
This ipirit dumbe to us will Ipeake to him. 

Doe you confent we Chall acquaint him with it. 

As needfull in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar. Let’s doo’t I pray ; and I this morning know 
Where we. fhall finde himmoft convenient. Exeunt, 

Tlourijh. Enter Claudius King of Denmark?, Gertrad the 
Queene , C ounce H, as Polonius , and his fonne Laer- 
tes, Hamlet , cam aliis. 

Claud. Though yet of Hamlet our deere brothers death 
The memory be greene, and that it us befitted 
Tobeare our hearts in griefe, and our whole Kingdome 
To be contrail ed in one brow of woe : 

Yet lb farre hath dilcretion fought with nature. 

That we with wifeft forrow thinke on him. 

Together with remembrance of our felves : 

Therefore our lometime Sifter, now our Queene, 

Th’ Imperiall jointreffe to this warlike State, 

Have we as ’twere with a defeated joy. 

With an aulpicions and a dropping eye. 

With mirth in funerall, and with dirge in marriage, 

Inequali fcale weighing delight and dole, 

Taken to wife, nor have we herein barr’d 






(Prince of Denmark^ 

, Ketterwifdomes, which havefreely gone 

flow .^^p^e^pnofall of our worth, 

? h&gby our fate dearebrothers death 
J rth ‘ nk Jbe dif-joint, and out offrame, 

Setued with this dreame of his advantage, 

Sehathnotfaildtopefteruswith meflage, 

f m e n0CC i n g the furrender of thofe lands 
Loft by his father, with all bands of Law, 

TooJmoft valiant brother. So much for him. 
Nowforourfelfe, and for thistimeofmeeting. 

Thus much thebufinefleis,We have herewnt 
TO Norway ,Uncle of young Fortinbrajfe, 

Who impotent and bedrid , fcarcely heares 
Oftbis hisNephewes purpofe, to fupprefle 
His further gate herein,in that the levies. 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubjeas : and we here difpatch 
You good Cornelius, and you V sltemand , 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway , 

Giving to you no further perlonall power 
To bufinefle with the King, more than thefcope 
Of thefe delated Articles allow. 

Farewell, and let your hafte commend your duty. 
CerVo.ln that,8c all things will we fhew our duty. 
King We doubt it nothing : heartily farewell. 
And now Laertes, what’s the newes with you ? 

You told us of (bme fuit, what is’t Laertes ? 

You cannot fpeake of realbn to the Dane, 

And lofe your voice : what wouldft thoubegZ«*erf 
Thatfhall not be my offer,not thy asking. 

The head is not more native to the heart. 

The hand more inftrumentall to the mouth. 

Than is the throne of Denmark. e to thy Father : 
What wouldft thou have Laertes l 
Laer. My dread Lord, 

toreturne to France, 

B 
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T7;e Tragedy of Hamlet 

From whence though willingly I came to Denmarke 
To mew my duty m your Coronation ,♦ * » 

Yet now I muft confcfle, that duty done. 

My thoughts and willies bend againe toward France 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon * 

l OU yGur fa , thers Ieav e?what fayes 7 t 
‘TV*. He hath, my Lord, wrung from me my flow leave ' 
By labourlome petition ; and at lair, y ave * 
Upon his will I leal’d my hard confent. 

I doe befeech you give him leave to goe. 

, ra ^ e th y % e houre Z^mex,timebe thine. 

And thy beft graces ; fpend it at thy will. 

But now my coufin Hamlet^ nd mylbnne. 

lkde mo , re than fcVand 'e^e than kind. 

AW. How is it that the clouds Hi 11 hang on you t 
tUm. Not lo much my Lord, l am too much in thefonne 
yood Hamlet caft tHy nighted colour off 
And let thine eye looke like a friend on Denmarke. 

Doe not for ever with thy vailed lids 
Seeke for thy noble father in the dull : 

ou know (l tis common all that lives muft dye, 
i ailing through nature to eternity. 

Ham, I Madam, it is common. 

Queen. If it be. 

Why feemes it lo particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems Madam, nay it is, I know not leems, 

1 is not alone my inkie cloke could fmother. 

Nor cuftomary lutes oflolemneblacke. 

Nor windie fulpiration of forc’t breath. 

No, nor the fruitfiill river in the eye. 

Nor the dejeifed haviour of the vilage. 

Together with all formes , moods, Ihapes of griefe. 

That can denote me truely ; thefe indeed leeme. 

For they are aflions that a man might play : 

But I have that within which pafles fhevy, 

Thefe but the trappings and thefuitsofwoe. 

King. ’ ri s fweet and commendable in your nature Hamlet 
To give thefe mourning duties to your father. 

V . . * * 



But 



(prince ofDe nmarke." 

. know vour father loft a father ; 

7®“ ioft, loft his, and the furviver bound 
SSl! obligation for lbme tearme _ 

? obfequious forrowes ; bur to perfevere 

J° nhftinate condolement, is a courfe 

Sous Hubbornnefl'e/tis unmanly griefe, 
t itewes a will moft incorreft to Heaven, 
a heart unfortified, or minde impatient. 

An undemanding Ample and unfchool’d : 
t ot what we know muft be, and is as common 
As any the moft vulgar thing to fenle, 
why mould we in our peevilh oppofition 
Take it to heart ? fie, ’tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault againft the dead , a fault to nature, 

To reafon moft abfurd, whofe common theame 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From thefirft coarfe till he that died to day. 

This muft be lb : we pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and thinkeof us 
As ofa father : for let the world take note 
You are themoft immediate to our throne. 

And with no lefle nobility of love 
Than that which deareft father beares hisfonne 
Doe I impart toward you for your intent 
In going backe to fchoole to Wittenberg ; 

It is moft retrograde to our defire. 

And we befeech you bend you to remainc 
Here in the cheare and comfort of our eye, 

Our chiefeft Courtier, coufin, and our fonne. 

Que. Let not thy mother lofe her prayers Hamlet 
’ipray thee flay with us, goe not to Wittenberg. 
Ham. I fhall in all my beft obey you Madame, 
f ling. W hy ’tis a loving and a faire reply. 
Beasourfelfeiin Denmarke. Madamecome, 

This gentle and unforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits failing to my heart, in grace whereofj 
Nojocond health that Denmark^ drinkes to day 
But the great Cannon to the clouds fhall tell, 

B a 



The Tragedy of Hamlet 




And the Kings rowfe the heaven fhallbruit againe , 
Refpeaking earthly thunder : Come away. F/ourilh r„ 
Ham.O that this too too Tallied flelh would melt, but v 
Thaw and refolve it felfe into a dew, Hamlet. 

°r that the everlafting hadnotfixt 
«is Cannon ’gainft felfe (laughter ! O God, God, 

How weary, ftale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seeme to me all the ufes of this World ? 

Fie on’t, ah fie, ’tis an unweeded Garden, 

That growes to feed ; things rank & groffe in nature 
Poflefle it meerly : that it (hould come thus. 

But two moneths dead, nay not lb much , not two. 

So excellent a King , that was to this 
Hyperion to a Satyre»fo loving to my mother. 

That he might notbeteeme the windes of heaven 
Vifit her face too roughly : heaven and earth 
Muft I remember, why fhe (hould hang on him, 

As if increafe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on ; and yet withina moneth. 

Let me not thinke on’t, frailty thy name is woman* 

A little moneth : Or ere thole fhooes were old. 

With which fhe followed my poore fathers body, 

Like Niobe a 11 teares, why (he, 

O God ! a beaft that wants dilcourle of reafon 
Would have mourn’d longer, married with my uncle. 

My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Than I to Hercules ; within a moneth, 

Ere yet the (alt of moft unrighteous teares 
Had left the flufhing in her galled eyes. 

She married. Oh moft wicked Ipeea, to poft 
W ith fuch dexterity to inceftuous (beets ; 

It is not, nor it cannot cometogood. 

But breake my heart, for I muft hold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio, Marcedus ,and Barnardo. 



Hora. Hai Ie to your Lordfhip. (felfe* 

Ham. I am glad to fee you. well; Horatio ,or I doe forget my 
Hora . The fame my Lord, and your poore fervant ever- 
Ham. Sir my good friend, lie change that name with you; 




frince of Denmarke. 

And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio ? 
^MarU y good Lord. 

£1* i am very glad tofee you ( good even fir.) 
to what in faith make you from Wittenberg ? 

Hora. A truant difpofition, good my Lord- 
Ham. I would not heare your enemy fay (o, 

Nor (ball you doe my care that violence 
To make it trufter of your owne report 
Againft your felfe ; I know you are no truant ; 

But what is your affaire in Elfenottr ? 

Wee’ll teach you for to drinke ere'yoq depart, 
HoraMy Lord, I came to fee your fathers funerall. 
Ham. I prethee doe not mockeme fellow ftudent, 
1 thinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

Hot. Indeed my Lord it follow’d hard upon. 
H^.Thrift,thrifr,H»r4fw,thefunetallbak’t meats 
Did coldly furnifh forth the marriage tables* 

Would I had met my deareft foe in heaven 
Or ever I had feene that day Horatio . 

My father, methinkes I fee my father. 

Hora ■ W here my Lord ? 

Ham. In my mindes tyt Horatio. 

Hora. I faw him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man, take him for all in all, 

I (hall not Iooke upon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord, I thinke I faw him yefternight. 
Ham. Saw who ? 

Hora. My Lord, the King your Father. 

Ham. The King my father ! 

Hora. Sealbn your admiration for a while 
Withan attentive earc,till I may deliver 
Upon the witnefle of thefe Gentlemen 
This marvaileto you. 

Ham.Vot Gods love let me heare. 

Hora. Two nights together had thefe Gentlemen, 
ynarce lltzs and Barnardo , on their watch. 

In the dead vaft and middleof the night 

B i 



Been 



— 
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7 r he Tragedy of Hamlet 

Been thus encountred : a figure like your father. 
Armed at point, exactly. Cap ape, 

Appeares before them, and with folemne march 
Goes flow and ftately by them : thrice he walkt 
By their opprelt and feare furprifed eyes 
W ithin this truncheons length , whilft they diftill’d 
Almoft to gelly with the aft of feare. 

Stand dumbe and fpeake nop to him : this to me 
In dreadfull fecrecie impart they did. 

And I with them the third night kept the watch. 
Where as they had delivered, both in time. 

Forme of the thing, each wqMjnade trueandgOQd, 
The apparit ion comes : I kn^ypur father, ’ 

Thefe hands are not more like, , 

Ham. But where was this ?' " 

Mar My Lord u pon the platform where wq watcht. 
Ham. Did you .nnt fpeake to it ? « ■ 

Hor. My Lord, I did. 

But anfwer it made none : yet once me thought 
It lifted up its head, and did addrefle 
It felfeto motion, like as it would fpeake ; 

B ut even then the morning Cocke crew loud, 

And at the found it Ihriinke in hafte away. 

And vanifht from our fight. 

Ham. ’Tis very ftrange. 

f Hor. As T doe live, my honour’d Lord, 'tis true. 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our duty 
To let you know of it. • 

Ham. Indeed firs but this troubles me , 

Hold you the watch to night ? 

All- W e doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d lay you? 

All. Arm’d my Lord. 

Ham- From top to toe ? 

All. My Lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then faw you not his face ? 

Hora. O yes my Lord, he wore his beaver up. 
Ham. What ? lookt he frowningly ? 






Hor. 
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Prince of Denmarke. - 

Her. A countenance more inlorrow than in anger. 

Ham. Pale or red? 

Hor. Nay very pale. 

Ham. And fixt his eyes upon you ? 

Hor. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. I would I had been there. 

Hor.it would have much amaz’d you. 

Ham. Very like : fiaid it long? „ , , , 

H«r. W hi le one with moderate hafte might tell an hundred. 

Both. Longer, longer- 

Her- Not when I law/ti 

Ham. His beard Was grifsled, no. 

Hor. It was as I have feene it in his life, 

A fable filver’d. 

Ham. I will watch to night. 

Perchance ’twill walkeagain& ' 

Hor. I warn’t it will. 

Ham. If it aflumemy noble fathers perlon 
Iiefpeake to it, though hell it felfe Ihould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray ybtf J " 

If you have hitherto conceal’d this-figl 
Let it be tenable in your filence ftill. 

And whatfoever elfe {hall hap to night. 

Give it an underflanding, but no tongue ; 

Iwill requite your loves : So fare you well-, : 

Upon the platforme twixt elfeven and twelve -s 1 ' 

Ilevifityou. ' • 1 : ‘ 

tHS. Our duty to your honour. Exeunt, 



10 a ! 



p 



Oif 



Ham.'iont loves, as mine to you ; Farewell. 

Mv fathers Ipirit in armes, all is not well, 

Idoubt feme foule play, would cbe night were come: 



My fathers ip 
Idoubt feme! 

Till then fit ftill my foule, foule deeds will rife. 
Though all the earth orewhelme them to mens eyes. 
Enter Laertes ,and Ophelia his Sifter. 
Laer. My neceffaries are imbarkt, farewell. 

And filler, as the windes give benefit 

And convay in afliftant, doe not fleep> 

wt let me heare from you. 



Exit, 



The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Ofhel. Doe you doubt that ? 

Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour, 
Hold it a fafhion, and a toy in blood, 

A violet in the youth of prime nature. 

Forward, not permanent ; fweet,not lafting, 

The perfume and liippliance of a minute : 

No more. 

Ofhel. No more but lo. 

L aer. Thinke it no more. 

For nature creflant does not grow alone. 

In thewes and bulkes, but as this Temple waxes. 
The inward fervice of the mind and foule 
Growes wide withall : perhaps he loves you now. 
And now no loile nor cautell doth befmerch 
The vertue of his will ; but you muft .feare 
His greatnefle wai’d, his will is not his owne. 

He may not, as unvalued perfons doe. 

Crave for himfelfe ; for on his choice depends 
The fafety and health of this whole ftate. 

And therefore muft his choice be circumfcrib’d 
Unto the voice and yeeldirrg of that body 
Whereof he is the head: then if he faies he loves you 
It fits your wifdome fo far to beleeve it. 

As he in his particular aft and place 
May give his faying deed ; which is no further 
Than the maine voice of Denmarke goes withall. 
Then weigh what lofle your honour may fuftaine. 
If with too credent eare you lift his longs. 

Or loofe your heart, or your chaftetreafure open 
Tohisunmaftred importuiMtie. 

Feare it Ophelia, feare it my deare After, 

And keep you in. the feare of your affeftion. 

Out of the foot and danger of defire : . 

<< Thecharieftmaidis prodigall enough, 

If fhe unmaske her beauty to the Moone : 
u Vertue it felfe fcapes not calumnious ftrokes ; 

The canker galls the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons be difclos’d. 



- (prince of Dcnm Ae: 

w ‘T/‘ Site rfeftoffliB goo/ 

T^er O feare me not; 

Iftay coo long :but here my father comes. 
Adoublebleflingisa double grace. 

And thefe few precepts in thy memory 

Look thou chara&er : Give tny thoughts no tongue. 

Nor any unproportion’d thought his aft : 

Bethou familiar, but by no meanes vulgar: _ 

Thofe friends thou haft and their adoption tried, 
Grapplethem unto thy foule with hoops of fteele. 

But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 
Ofeach new hatcht , unfledg’d courage : beware 
Of entrance to a quarrell , but being in, 

Beat’t that th’oppofer may beware of thee : 

Give every man thy eare, but few thy voice ; 

Take each mans cenfore, but referve thy judgement : 
Coftlythy habit as thy purfe can buy. 

But not expreft in fancy; rich, not gaudy i 
For the apparelloft proclaimesthe man. 

And they in France of the beft ranke and ftation. 

Are of a moft feleft and generous, chiefe in that : 
Neither a borrower nor a lender boy. 

For love oft lofes both it felfe and friend. 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 

C 
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The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

This above all, to thine owne felfebe true. 

And it muft follow as the night to day, 

Thou canft not then be falfe to any man. 

Farew ell, my b Idling feafon this in thee. 

Laer. Moll hnmbly doe I take my leave my Lord, 

Pol. The time inverts you, goe, your fervants tend. 

Laer. Farewell Ophelia, and remember well 
What I have laid to you. 

Ophel. ’Tis in my memory Iockt, 

And you your felfe Thall keep the key of it. 

Laer. Farewell. Exit Laertes. 

Pol. What is t Ophelia he hath laid to you ? 

Ophel. So pleaie you,lbmething touching the Lord Hamlet 
Pol. Marrie well bethought. 

’Tis told me he hath very ofcofTate 

Given private time to you : and you your felfe 

Have of your audience beene moft free and bounteous. 

If it be lo, as lo ’tis put on me. 

And that in way of caution , I muft tell you 
You doe not underftand your felfe fo cleerly 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour: 

What is between you ? give me up the truth. 

Ophel He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Of his affedfion tome. 

Pol. Affedfion ! puh, youfpeake like a gteenegirle. 
Unfitted in fuch;perillous circumftanee: 

Doe you beleeve his tenders,as you call them ? 

Ophel I doe not know, my Lord, what I fhould thinke. 

P c/. Marry I will teach you, think your felfe a babie. 

That you have ta’n thele tenders for true pay. 

Which are not fterling : tender your felfe more dearly, 

Or (not to cracke the windeof the poore phrale ) 

Wrong it thus, you’ll tender me a foole. 

Ophel. My Lord, he hath importun’d me with love 
In honourable fafhion. 

‘Pol. I,falbion you may call it, goe too, goe too. 

Ophel. And hath given countenance to his Ipeech, 

My Lord with almoft all the holy vowes of heaven. 
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tPrinct of Denmark* 

Q catc h Wood-cockes ; 1 doknoW 

how rt* 11 

« ? ' t vowes , thefe blares danghtci 

endsth nr e lfeht than heat ; extincf mboth, 
living m° r . ^ . . • : s a ma king. 



^^^m^sitisatn^ 

1 1 ft nnr tak’t for fire : trom thi s u — - 

”"Sfanterof your maiden prince, 

j e iome tn b hiaherrate 



!t I'renueatments aia togherrate 

ItaSmmandtoparleyiforLord HtmUt. 

Not of that dye which their inveftments (hew, 

Have vou fo {lander any moments leilure. 

As toave words or talke with the Lord Hamlet, 

Looke°too’t I charge you, come your wayes. 

Ophel. I fhall obey my Lord. . 

Enter Hamlet , Horatio ,and Marceutu . 

Earn. The aire bites fhrewdly, it is very cold. 

Bora. It is nipping, and an eager aire. 

Bam. What hourenow? 

Bora. 1 thinke it lacks of twelve. 

Mar. No, itisftrooke. 

Bora. Indeed, I heard it not : it then drawes neere the lealon 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walk. A flour r{k of Trum* 

What does this meane my Lord ? pets, and two pie 

Ham. The King doth walketo night, and takes u ’' - 
Keepes waffell, and the fwaggering up-fpri ng reeies. 

And as he draines his draughts of Rhtnifh d 
The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hord, is it a cuftome ? 

#<H«.Imarrvis’t» 



Buc 



The Tragedy «/ Hamlet 

Sut to my minde, though l am native here 
And to the mann er borne, it is a euftome 
More honour’d in the breach than the obfervance : 
This heavie-headed reveil Eaft and Weft 
Makes us traduc’d and taxed of other Nations ; 
They clepe us Drunkards, and with Iwinifh phrafe 
Soile our addition : and indeedit takes 
From our atchievements, though perform’d at height. 
The pith and marrow of our attribute : 

So oft it chances in particular men, 

That for fome vicious mole of nature in them. 

As in their birth, wherein they are not guilty, 

( Since nature cannot choofo his origen) 

By their ore-growth of fome complexion. 

Oft breaking downe the pales and forts of reafon ; 

Or by fome habit that too much ore-leavens 
The forme ofplaufive manners, that thefe men 
Carrying I fay the ftampe of one defeft, 

Being Natures livery, or Fortunes ftarre, 

His vertues ellebechey as pureasgrace, 

As infinite as man may undergoe. 

Shall in the generall cenfure take corruption 
From that particular fault: the dram of eafo 
Doth all the noble fobftance ofa doubt 
Tohisownefcandall. Enter gboft, 

Hor. Looke my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend us ! 

Be thou a fpirit of health, or Goblin damn’d, 

Bring with thee aires from heaven,or blafts from hel, 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 

Thou com’ftin fuch a queftionable fhape 
That I will Ipeaketo thee; He call'thee Hamlet) 
King, Father , royall Dane-. O anlvvere me. 

Let me notburft in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d bones hearfed in death 
Have burft their cerements : why the Sepulcher, 
Whereinwe law thee quietly interr’d. 

Hath op’t his ponderous ana marble jawe?, 



Prince o/Denmarke. 

Thattbon A* « ft „f ,he moone, 

KSndwefooles ofnatutc 

Swrfte > what {hoaldwe doc ? 

^ltbeckensyoa toeoeawaywitlut, 
fcific fome impartment did de fire 

I0 X?S<'=with Whatcomeooa aaion 

It waves you to a mote removed ground* 

But doe not goe with ic. 

SttS'henlwU.foi.owit. 

Hm . Why “vZ fcooidbethe fare? 

I doe not fet my life at a pins fee : 

And for my foule , what can it doe w that. 

Being athing immortall like it felfe - 
Icwaves me forth againe , lie follow it. 

Hora. What ifit tempt you toward the flood my Lord,, 

Orto the dreadfull fomnet of the cleefe. 

That bettels ore his bafe into the lea, 

And there affome fome other horrible forme, 

Which might deprive your foveraignty of reaion. 

And draw you into madneffe ? thinke or it, 

Thevery place puts toyes ofdefperation 
Without more motive, into every braine. 

That lookes lb many fadomes to the lea. 

And heares.it roare beneath. 

Ham. It waves meftiil# 

Goe on, lie follow thee. 

UWkr.Youfhall not goe my Lord. 

Kjw.Hold off your hands- 
H»ra. Be rul’d, you fhall not goe. 

Ham . My fate cryes out. 

And makes each petty artery in this body 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

As hardy as the N erne an Lions nerve : 

Still am I call’d ; unhand me Gentlemen, 

By heaven lie make a Ghoft of him that lets me; 

I lay away :Goe on. lie follow thee. 

Hor. He waxes deiperate with imagii 
Mar., t ets follow, ’tis not fit thus to 
Hor a. Ha verifier :to what iftue will this come? 

Mar Something is rotten in the 
Hora. Heaven will diredf it. 

Mar. Nay let’s follow him. 

Enter Cf he ft and Hamlet. 

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me ? lpeake, lie eoe no further 
Ghoft. Marke me. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghoft. Myhoure isalmoftcome. 

When I to lulphrous and tormenting flames ■ 

Muft render up my lelfe. 

Ham. Alas poore Ghoft. 

Ghoft. Pity me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I fhall unfold. 

Ham. Speake, I am bound to heare. 

Gho. So art thou to revenge when' thou (halt heare. 

Ham. What? “ r ;- •' 1 r > 

G ho ft. I am thy fathers fpirit. 

Doom’d for a certaine terme to walke the night. 

And for theday cohfiri’d to fall in fires. 

Till the foule crimes done in m'ydayes of nature 
Are burnt ard purg’d away: Buc that lam forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my prilon hofilc, 

1 could a tale unfold, whole lighten word 
W ould harrow up thy foule, freeze thy young blood, 

Make thy two eyes like ftars ftart from their Ipheres, 

Thy knotted and combined lockes to part,* 

And’each particular haire to ftand an end 
Like quills upon the fearefull Porpentine ; 

But this ererna II blazon muft ttOt be 
To eares of flefh and blood : lift, lift, Olift, 

If thou didft ever thy deare father love. 

*■ • 
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Trine of Dehmake." 

We & moft mardffl - 

% fite'moft foule,* i« the bel * k is ; 

vt= 85 “ 

S*.on,<*the though, of love, 

Mav fiveepe to my revenge. 

Rinlclv atafed : but know thou, noblc jouth, 
TbeRerpenc that did fling thy fathers life 

rn»t 

eh.Jl. I, that mcefluousjthataddtetacebea , 

With witchcraft of his wits, with trait rous B itts, 

0 wicked wits, and gifts that have the power 

So to feduce ! won to his fliame! ull lult 

The willof my moft feeming vertuous Queene, 

0 Hamlet, what a falling off was th. re 
From me, whofelove was of that dignity. 

That it went hand in hand even with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage ? and to decline 
Upon a wretch , whofe naturall gifts were poore 

To thofe of mine'bur vertue,as it never will be mov d 
Though lewdnefie court it in a fhape of heaven, 

So but though to a radiant Angle linckt, . 

Will fort it felfe in a celefliall bed, . 

And prey on garbage. 

But foft, me thinkes I fent the morning aire, 

Briefe let mebe : Sleeping within my Orchard, 



The Tragedy o/Hamlec 

With juice of curfed Hebona in a Viall, 

And in the porches ofmy eares did poure 
The leprous diftilment, whofeefteft 
Holds fiich an enmity with blood bfman. 

That ivvift as Quick- filver it courfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of thebody, 

And with a fudden vigour it doth poifleffe 
And curddike eager droppings into milke, 

The thin and whqllbme blood ; lo did it mine. 

And a moll inftant tetter batkt about 
Moft Lazar-like, with yileand ioathibme cruft 
All my fmooth body. 

Thus was I fleepingiby a brothers hand. 

Of life, of Crowne, of Queene at once difpatcht. 

Cut off even in the bloilomes of my finne, 
Unnuzlcd,difappoitited,un-anueld, 

No reckoning made,but fent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head- 
Oh horrible, O horrible, moft horrible. 

If thou haft nature inthee beareit not. 

Let not theroyallbed of Denmark? be 
A couch for Luxury and damned Inceft. 

But howlbmever thou purfueft this act, 

T aint not thy minde,nor letthyfoule contrive 
Againft thy mother ought, leave her to heaven. 

And to thofe thornes thatin her bofome lodge, 

To pricke and fling her : fare thee well at once. 

The Gloworme ftiewes the marine to be neere. 

And ’ginsto pale his nneffeauall fire : 

Adieu,adieu, adieu, remember me. ' 

Ham.O all you hoft Of heaven ! O earth ! what elfe? 
And fliall I couple hell ? O fie ’. hold my heart. 

And you my finewes,grow not inftant old, 

But beare me Iwifdy up ; remember thee . 

I thou poore Ghoft, whiles memory holds a leac 
In this diftraaed G lobe : remember thee I 
Yea,from the table ofmy memorie 
lie wipe away all triviallfond records? 



prince o /Dentmrke. 

, . nokes all formes/all prefliirespaft, 

^[[fa\V 0 i Q^jervation copied there. 

That youth , ement ,u alone (hall live 

And ?n tSooke and volume ofmy braine, 

TZ with baler matter ^yes by heaven. 

a villainei 

I lead I arnfure it may be fo in Denmarke. 

Sounde there you are : now to my word, 

Itisadieu, adieu, rememberme. Hgratio MarctUui. 

rhavefwornet. 
flora. My Lord, my Lord. 

Mar . Lord Hamlet . 
flora. Heavens fecure him. 

Ham. So be it. 

Otar. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho boy, come, and come. 

Mar- How i s’t my noble Lord ? 

Ham. O wonderfull ! 

Hor. Good my Lord tell it. 

#*/w.No,youwill reveale it. 

Hora. Not I my Lord by heaven. 

Mar Nor I my Lord. _ . . 

Ham. How lay you then, would heart of man once thinks it - 
But you’ll be fecret. 

Both. Iby heaven. 

Ham. There’s neveravillaine 
Dwelling in all Denmarke, 

But hee’s an arrant Knave. 

Hora. There needs no Ghoft, my Lord, come from the grave 
To tell us this. 

Ham. Why right, you are in the right, 

And fo without more circumftance at all 
I hold it fit that we {hake hands and part, v 

You as yourbufinefie and defire fhall point you, 

For every man hath bufineffe and defire. 
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The 'Tragedy of Hamlet 

Such as it is, and for my owne poore part 
1 will goe pray. 

Hora. Thefe are but wild and whur ling words my Lord 
Ham. I am forry they offend you heartily, 

Yes faith heartily. 

H era. There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Patricks but there is Horatio, 

And much offence too : touching th is vifion here. 

It is an honed Ghod, that let me tell you ; 

For your defire to kn<?w what is betweene us 
Ore-mader’t as you may: and now good friends 
As you are friends. Scholars, arid Souldiers 
Give me one poore requed. 

H ora. What is’t my Lord, we will. 

Ham. Never makeknowne what you have leene to night,- 
• Both. My Lord we will not. 

Ham. Nay but fwear’t. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not I. 

CAtar. Nor I my Lord in faith. 

Ham. Upon my (word. 

Mar. Wehavefworne my Lord already.* 

Ham. Indeed upon my fword, indeed. 

Ghofi cries under the flag?. 

Cfhofi. Sweare. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, laid thou io ? art thou there true penny ? 
Come on, you heare this fellow in the Selleridge 
Confent to fweare. 

Hora. Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Never to fpeake of this that you have (eene, 

Sweare by my {word* 

Ghofi S veare. 

Ham. Hie & ubic/ue, then wee’ll £hifc our ground ; 

Come hither Gent lenten 

And lay your hands againe upon my fword : 

Sweare by my fword. 

Never to fneal^ of this that you have heard. 

Ghofi-. Sweare by his fword. 

Ham .Well laid old Mole,canft thou worke i’th earth fofaft ? 

Avvor- 

\ 



Prince of Den marked 

? n d therefore as a Granger give ^ welcome: 

H A more things inheaven and earth Horatio 
ofS, your Phfcfophy : bntcome, 

Easbeforejneverfo help you mercy, 

Krange or odde fo ere I beare my felfe, 

( t perchance hereafter {ball thinke meet, 
t l,r an antike difpofition on, 

III y 0 u at fuch times feeing me^nevcr fbal 
uitharmes encombred thus , or head thus fhak t, 

Drbv pronouncing of ibmc doubtfull phrafej 
Asjwe^well.we know, or we could and if we would. 

Or if we lid to fpeake,or there be and if they mi D ht, _ 

Or fuch ambiguous giving out, tonote) 

That vou know ought of me, this doe lweare. 

So grace and mercy at your mod need helpe you. 

Ghofi. Sweare. 

Bam. Reft, red, perturbed fpirit* So Gentlemen 
With all my love I doe commend me to you. 

And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is 

May doe t’expreffe hi s love and friending to you 

God willing (hall not lacke : let us goe in together. 

And dill your fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out of joint, O curled fpight 
That ever I was borne to fet it right ! 

Nay come, lets goe together. Exeunt . 

Enter oldTolonitu with his man or two* 

Pol. Give him this money, and thefe two notes Reynaldo 
Rej. I will my Lord. 

Pol. You dialldoe marvellous wifely, good Reynaldo, 
Before you vifit him to make inquire 
Of his behaviour. 

ReyMy Lord I did intend it. 

P«/.Marrie well (aid, very well laid, looke you fir. 

Enquire me fird what Danskers are in Paris , 

And how, and who, what means, and where they keep, 

What company,ac what expcnce : and finding 
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By this encompaflment and drift of queftion, 

That they doe know my Ion , come you more neerer 
Then your particular demands will touch it. 

Take you as’t were feme diftant knowledgeofhim. 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends, 

And in part him : Doe you marke this Reynaldo ? 

Rey. I,' very well my Lord. 

Tol. And in part him,but you may fay n 6 t well, 

But if it be he I meane hee’s very wilde, 

Addi&ed fo and fo, and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleafe, marry noneforanke 
As may difhonour him, take heedofthar ; 

But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and ufuall (lips 
As are companious noted and moft knowne 
To youth and liberty. 

Key- As gaming my Lord. :: 

Pol. I, or drinking, fencing, {wearing. 

Quarrelling, drabbing, you may goe fo farre. 

Rey. My Lord, that would difhonour him. 

Pol. Faith as you may feafon it in the charge. 

You muft not put another fcandallonhim. 

That he is open to incontinency. 

That’s not my meani ng,but breath his faults fo quaintly, 
That they may feeme the taints of liberty. 

The flafh and out-breake of 3 fiery mind, 

A favagenefle in unreclaimed blood 
Of general I aflault. L \ • 

Rey. But my good Lord. 

7 V> W herefore fhould you doe this ? 

Rey. I my Lord, I would know that. - 
Pol. ttfarry fir here’s my drift. 

And I beleeve it is a fetch of wit. 

You laying thefe freight follies on my fonne. 

As ’twere a thing a little foil’d with working, 

Mark you, your party in converfe,be you would found. 
Having ever feene in the prenominate crimes 
The youth yon breath of gui Ity, be afluc’d 
He clofes with you in this confequence ; 



(Prince of Denmark^ 

a Cr for fo) or friend, or Gentleman, 

G ^ol phrafc or the addition 

ofmanand countrey:. 

gf [bc^laffe I was about to fay fomcthmg, 

4 W SS ? .hcconfcq„»«. 

a-Mctfes in iht confluence ; I marry, 
Hefloiesthus, I know the 

Ifr l&tt wi"fcch rafuclMn&asyou&y, 

25?. ‘pmingV” rolrfc ’ 

There falling ouc at Tennis, or perchance 
Ifaw him enter fuch and fuch a houfe of lale, 

Videlicet, a Brothell, or fo forth. Seeyounow, 

Your bait of falfhood takes this carpeof truth. 

And thus doe we of wifdome and of reach. 

With windlefles, and with eflayes of byas. 

By indire&s finde direaions out : 

so bv mv former Lefture and advice 

Shall you my fonne. You have me, have you not . 

%ey. My Lord I have. 

Pol. God buy ye, fare ye well. 

Key. Good my Lord. ' 

<Pol. Obferve his inclination in yourlelfe. 

Rey, 1 (ball my Lord. 

Kol. And let him ply his Muficke. 

Rey. W ell my Lord. % xit Re J- 

Enter Ophelia. 

Po/.Farwell.How nowOphelia, what’s the matter? 
Oph.O my Lord,my Lord, I have bin fo affrighted. ■ 
Polo. With what i’th name of God ? 

Opkel. My Lord as l was lowing in my Clofet, 

Lord Hamlet with His doublet all unbrac’d. 

No hat upon his head his flockins foul’d, 

Ungartred, and downe gyved to bis ankle. 

Pale as his Hurt, his knees knocking each other, ' 
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And with a looke fb piteous in purport, 

As if he had beene looted out ofhell 
To (peakeofhorrorsjhe dbmes before tne. 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Ophel. My Lord I doe not know. 

But truely I doe feare it. 

Pol. Whatfaidhe? 

Ophel. He took me by the wrift, and held me hard. 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme, 

And with hisother hand thus ore his brow 
He falls to filch perulall of my face 
As a would dravv it : long ftaid he lb. 

At laft, a little (baking of mine arme. 

And thrice his head thus waving up and downe, 

He raifed a figh lo piteous and profound 
As it did leeme to (batter all hisbulke. 

And end his being : that done, he lets me goe. 

And with his head over his (boulders turn’d 
Hee feem’d to findehis way without his eyes ; 

For out of doores he went without their helpes. 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 

Pol. Come, goe with me, I will goe feeke the Ki ng. 
This is the very extafie of love. 

Whole violent property forgoes it lelfe, 

And leads the will to delperate undertakings. 

As oft as any paffions under heaven 
That does afflict our natures : I am lorrie ; 

W bat ? have you given him any hard words of late ? 

Ophel . No my good Lord, but as you did command, 
I did repell his letters, and deni’d 
His acceffe to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad : 

I am lorrie that with better heed and judgement 
I had not coated him ; I fear’d he did but trifle, 

And meant to wrack thee, but befhrew my jealoufie; 
By heaven it is as proper to our age 
To call beyond our felves in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger fort 



(Prince of Denmarke. 

2- kSJne?S&T k'P' ' lofc “S 1 ” m<M 

Come 'vi eli ri(b. Enter King andQueene, Rofencratts and 
J Gmldenfterxe. 

Welcome deare Rofencratu and Gmldenfierney 
Moreover, that we much did long to fee you. 

The need we have to ufe you did provoke 

Ourhaftie lending. Something you have heard 
ot Hamlets transformation, fo I call it, 

Sith nor th’exterior, nor the inward man 
Kembles that it was : what it fhould be 
More than his fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the underftandingof himlelte 
I cannot dreame of : 1 entreat you both. 

That being of fo young dayes brought up witn him. 

And fith lo neighboured to his youth and haviour. 

That you vouchfafe your reft here in our Court 
Some little time, foby your companies 
To draw him ontopleafures and to gather 
So much as from occafion you may gleane, ' 

Whether ought to us unknown afflidts him thus , 

That open’d lyes within our remedy. 

Good Gentlemen, he hath much talkt ofyOU, 

And lure I am two men there are not living 
To whom he more adheres ; if it wil 1 pleale you 
Tofhew us lb much gentry and good will. 

As to expend your time with ns a while 
For the fupply and profit of onr hope. 

Your vifitation fhould receive filch thankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Rof. Both your Majefties 
Mignt by the Soveraigne power youhave of us 
Put your dread pleafures more into command 
Than to intreaty. 

Gail. But we both obey, 

And here give up our felves in the full bent 




The Tragedy ef Hamlet 

To lay ourfervice freely at your feet. 

King Thanks Rofencratu and gentle Guildenfiern. 

Que. Thanks Gui/denflem, and gentle Rofencraut, 

And I befeech you inftantly tovifit 
My too much changed fonne : goe feme of you 
And bring thefe Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Gail. Heavens make our prefence and our pra&ices 
Pleafant and helpfull to him. 

Oaeen. Amen. Exeunt Ref ,attd Guil, 

Enter Polonius. 

jPc/.Th’Embafladors from Norway, my good Lord, 

Are joyfully return’d. 

King. Thou ftil haft bin the Father of good newes. 

‘Pol. Have I my Lord ? I a fl'ure my good Liege 
I hold my duty as I hold my foule, 

Both to my God and to my gracious King : 

And I doe thinke,orelfe thisbraine of mine 
Hunts not the tray le of policie fo fure 
As it hath us’d to doe, that I have found 
The very caufeof Hamlets lunacie. 

King. O fpeake of that, that doe I long to heare. 

Pol Give firft admittanceto theEnbafladors, 

My newes (hall be the fruit to that great feafh 
King. Thy felfe doe grace to them,& bring them in- 
He tels me, my ddare Cjertrud, he hath found 
The head and fource ofall your fonpes diftemper. 

Quec. I doubt it is no other but the maine. 

His fathers death, and our haftie marriage. 

Enter £mbaf]adors. 

King. Well,we (hall fife him : welcome my good friends ; 

Say Foltemand, what from our brother Norway ? 

Kol. Moft faire returne of greetings and defires : 

Upon onr firft he lent out to fupprefle 

HisNephewes levies, which to him appear d 
To be a preparation ’gainft the Pollackf , 

But better lookt into, he truly found 

It was againft your Highnefle ; whereat griev d 

That fo his ficknefle, age, and impotence ^ JS 



— 
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i prince of Denmarkc. 

in finc ' 

Receives rebuke irom le neverm ore _ 

Jwjr might pleafe you to give quiet pafle 
Through your dominions for this enterpn 
OnS regards offafcty and allowance 

As herein are fetdowne. 

SvKehomc. 18 CW ^ Exeunt Embajfadort. 

Tol. This bufineffe is well ended. 

My Liege and Madam, toexpoftulate 
What majeflie fhouldbe, what duty # 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time, ^ 
Were nothing but to wafte night, day, and time , 
Therefore brevitie is the (bule of wit, .- 

And tedioufneffethe limbes and outward flourifhes. 
I willbebriefe : your noble fonne is mad. 

Mad call I it, for to define true madneffe. 

What is’tbut to be nothing elfebut mad ’ 

But let that goe. 

Quee. More matter with leffe art. 

Tol. Madam I fweare I ufe no art at all. 

That hee’s mad ’tis true, ’tis true, ’tis pitty. 

And pitty ’tis ’tis true, a foolifh figure, 

But farewell it, for I will ufe no art : 

Mad let us grant him then, and now remaines 
That we finde ouuhe caufe of this effeft. 
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Or rather fay the caufe of this defe&. 

For this efft£t defective comes by caufe : 

Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus. 

Perpend. 

I have a daughter, have while fhe is mine, 

Who in her duty and obedience, marke. 

Hath given me this ; now gather and furmife. 

Tfothe Celefiiall, myfioules I doll, the moft beautified Oohdi, 
Tha ‘ S f yllphrafe,« vile phrafe, beautified is a vile phrat Li 
you Jhall he are, thus in her excellent \white bofome, ThcCe 4, * 
Que en. Came this from Hamlet tohzz ? J ‘ C% 

c P°l- Good Madam ftay a while,I will be faithfull. 

D oubt thou the fiarres are fire, Letter. 

D oubt that t he funne doth move , 

Doubt truth to be a Iyer, 

But never doubt I love. 

O deare Ophelia I am ill at thefe numbers , / have not art to 
reckon my groanes', but that I love thee best, O mofi befi beleeve 
tt : Adieu. T hiue evermore mofi deare Lady , whilefi thit 

mach ine is to him, Hamlet. 

P°l. This in obedience hath my daughter fhovvne me. 

And more about have hisfblicitings. 

As they fell out by time, by meanes,and place. 

All given to mine eare. 

King. But how hath fhe receiv’d his love ? 

Pol. What doe you thinke of me ? 

King. As ofa man faithfull and honourable. 

Pol. I would faine prove fo ; but what might you thinke 
When I had feene this hot love on the wing, 

As I perceiv’d it ( I muft tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me ; what might you 
Or my deare Majeftie your Queen here thinke. 

If I had plaid the deske, or Table-booke, 

Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumbe. 

Or lookt upon this love with idle fight. 

What might yon thinke ? no,I went round to worke, 

And my young Miftrefle thus I did befpeake: 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy fphere, 

T bis muft not be : and then I precepts gave her, That 



frince «f Denmarkc. 




pell into a fadnei » into aW eaknefle, 

; e ffe,and by this declenfion 

fXSffl&time.IwoaUtotaowtto. 

Thatlhavepofiuvely faid, tisfo. 

When it prov’d otherwise ? 

wd indced 

Within the Centre. 

Herein the Lobby. _ 

J/va/i ifinAPn * 




But keep a Farme and Carters. 

King. We will try it. Enter Hamlet. 

Queen, But look where fadly the poore wretch comes reading. 
Pol. Away, I doebefecch you both away. Exit King and 

lie board him prefently.Oh give me leave. Queen. 

How does my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham. W ell, God a mercy. 

Pel. Doe you know me, my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well, you are a Filhmonger. 

Pol. Not I my Lord. 

E a Ham 
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Ham. Thenl would you were fo honeft a mativ 

‘Pol. Honeft my Lord ? 

Ham. I fir, to be honeft as this world goes 
Is to be one man pickt out often thoufind. 

‘Pc/. That’s very true my Lord. 

Ham. For if the Sunne breed maggots in a dead dogge bein 
good killing carrion. Have you a daughter ? s& 

Pel. I have my Lord. 

Ham . Let her not walke i’th Sun, conception is a bleffine 
But as your daughter may conceive, friend iooke to’t. 

Pol. How fay you by that ? flill harping on my daughter, yet he 
knew me not at firft,a faid I was a filh-monger, a is far gone ; and 
truly in my youth I luffered much extremity for love , very neare 
this : lie fpeake to him againe. What doe you read my Lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pol. What is the matter my-Lord? 

Ham. Betweenewho ? 

Pol. I meane the matter that you read my Lord.' 

Ham. Slanders fir : for the Satyricall Rogue faies here, that old 
men have gray beards, that their faces are wrinkled, their eyes 
purging rhicke Amber, and Plum-tree Gum, and that they have a 
plentiful! lackeofwit, together with moft weake hams, all which 
fir though I moft powerfully and potently beieeve, yet I hold it 
not honeftie to have it thus fet downe, for your felfe fir fhall grow 
old, as I am, if like a crab you could goe backward. 

Pol. Though this be madnefie , yet there is method in’t, will 
you walke out of the aire my Lord ? 

Ham. Into my grave, 

Pol. Indeed that’s out of the aire; how pregnant fometimes 
his replyes are ? a happines that often madnes hits on, which rea- 
fon and fan&itie could not fo happily be delivered of. I willieave 
him and my daughter. My Lord I will take my leave ofyou. 

Ham. You cannot take from me any thing that I will not mors 
willingly part withall, except my life, except my life, except^ 
Eater (jUiUenftcrne and Rajencrtau, 

Pol. Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Thefe tedious old fooles. . . 

pel. You goe to fecke the Lord Hamlet) there he is. 



H 
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<PrinceofOeama.ru. 

*#ts3§k d 



exC gQ^j"if ds how doe you both ? 
Ah *»["***& jrflent children of the earth 



(vors. 



not 



. SKS$S-£T I £& King andQueene 

have fent for you. 

HaJ.lhx yollmuft te°ach me :but let me conjure you by the 
rights of our fellowfhips.by the confonancy of our youth ,by the 
obligation of our ever preferved love , and by whatWe dearea 

better propofer can charge you withall , bee even and dire& with 
me whether you were fent for or no. 

Ham # lay thenl have an eie of you,if you love me hold not offv 
Cujl. My Lord we were fent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why, fo fhall my anticipation prevent your 
Aifcovery, and your fecrecy to the King and Queen mou!f no fea- 
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ther: I have of late, but wherefore I know not, loft all m . 

forgone all euftome ofexercifes;and indeed it goes fo hea/i' 1 ^- 1 ’’ 
mydifpofition, that this goodly frame the earth feemes r* 11 
fterill promontorie ; thismoft excellent Canopietheair 1 i 1 
you, this brave ore-hanged firmament, this majeflicall roofef 
ted with golden fire, why it appeareth nothing to me but fnT 
and peftilent congregation of vapours. What a piece a work? 2 
man ! how noble in realon! how infinitein faculties linfortne w 
moving how exprefle and admirable! inadion how like an A 
gel ! in apprehenfion how like a God ! the beauty of the world.th" 
paragon of animals;& yet to me what is this quinteflence ofduft > 
man delights not me, nor woman neither, though by your finiline 
youfeemetofayfo. ° 

R of. My Lord there was no fiich ftuffe in my thoughts. 

Ham.VJhy did ye laugh then,when I laid man delights not me? 

Ref- To thinke my Lord, if you delight not in man, what Lenten 
entertainment thePlaiers fhall receive from you, we coated them 
on the way, and hither are they comming to offer you fervice. 

Ham. He that playes the King fhall be welcome, his Majeftie 
fhal 1 have tribute of mee, the adventurous Knight fhall ufe his 
foyle and target, the lover fhall not figh gratis, the humorous man 
fhall end his part in peace, and the Lady fhall fay her mind freely, 
or the blanke verfe fhall halt for’t. What players are they ? 

Rof Eventhofe you were wont to take fuch delight in, the Tra- 
gedians of the City. 

Ham. How chances it they travell ? their refidence both in re- 
putation and profit was better both wayes. 

Rof. I thinke their inhibition comes by the meanes of the late 
innovation. 

Ham. Doe they hold the fame eftimation they did when I was 
in the City ? are they fb followed ? 

Rof No indeed, they are not. s' 

Ham. It is not very Grange ; for my uncle is King of Denmark, 
and thofe that would make mouthes at him while my father lived, 
give twenty, forty, fifty,a hundred duckets a peece for his piaure 
in little : s’blood thereis fomething in this more than natural, it 
Philofophy could finde it out. 4 Flonrijh. 

Gtttl. There are the players, ^ 
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(Prince of Den marks. 

yours; you ««*»• = buc 

r^Uncle-Tather and Aunt-mother 

^^Jterftcokd.imu comcto chem.fbr .heyfiy 

he comes ccrellme of .he Players, 
nurke it : Y ou^ayright fir. a Munday morning twasthenind . 

Pel. My Lord I have newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord 1 have newes to tell you : when Roffm was an 

AftorinRome. , 

Pol. The Adlors are come hither my Lora. 

Ham. Buz,buz. 

Pol. Upon mine honour . — 

Ham. Then came each Aaor on his alie. 

q>ol. The beft A61ors in the world,either for Tragedy, Comedy, 
Hiftory, Paftorall, Paftorall-Comicall, Hiftoncal-Paftorall fcenc 
indevidable, or Poem unlimited : Seneca cannot beetoo heavie 
nor Plant iu too light for the law of writ and the liberty , thele arc 

^Sm.Ojtftba Judge of Ifrael what a treafure hadft thon ? 
Pol. What a treafure had he my Lord 
Ham. Why onefaire daughter and no more, the which hee lo- 
ved parting well. 

Tol. Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i’th right old Jeptka ? 

Pol. What fbllowesthen my Lord ? 

Ham. W hy as by lot God wot , and then yon know it came to 
parte, as moftlike it was : thefirft row of the pans chanfon will 
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fliew you more, for looke where my abridgement comes. 

Enter the Players. 

Ham .You are welcome matters, welcome all , I am oi ar i 
thee well, welcome good friends; oh old friend! whvthvf • 
valanc’d fince Ifawthee laft, com’ftthon to beard meern^ 615 
marks what my young Lady and Miftrefle ! my Lady your uf 
fhip is neercr to heaven than whenlfawyou laft by the alcitud' 
of a.chopine, pray God your voice, like a peece of uncurrant o 0 u 
be not crackt within the ring : matters you are all welcome, wee’ll 
e’en to’t like friendly Faukners , flye at any thing wee fee, wee’ll 
have a lpeech ttraic , come give us a tafte of your quality, come a 
paflionate fpeech. 

Player. What lpeech my good Lord ? 

Ham . I heard thee fpealce me a fpeech once,butit was never a- 
&ed, or ifit was, not above once, for the play I remember pleafed 
not the million, ’twas caviary to the generall, butit was as I recei- 
ved it and others , whofe judgements in liich matters cried in the 
top of mine, an excellent play , welldigefted in the lcenes,fet 
downe with as much modefty as cunning. I remember one faid 
there were no fallets in the lines to make the matter favoury.nor 
no matter in the phrafe that might indite the author of affe&ion, 
but call’d it an honeft method, as wholefome as fweet, and by very 
much more handlome than fine ; one lpeech in'c I chiefly loved, 
’twas toEneas talketo Dido, and thereabout ofit elpecially when 
helpeakes of Priams {laughter, ifit live in your memory beginat 
this line,let me fee, let me fee,the rugged Pyrrhus like th’ircanian 
BealVtis not it begins with Pyrrhus, The rugged Pyrrhm,\u 
whofe fable armes, 

Blacke as his purpofe did the night refemble, 

When he lay couched in th’ominous horfe, 

Hath now his dread and blacke completion fmear’d 
W ith Heraldry more difmall head to foot : 

Now is he totall Gules, horridly trickt 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes. 

Bak’d and embafted with the parching ftreets. 

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To their Lords murder, rotted in wrath and fire, 

And thus ore-cifed with coagulate gore, . 
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<p,inct of Dcnmarke. 

mT Lord wclUE«ken,«.th good 
<PUJ. Anon he his ant icke fword 

Striking t°° jj^^iycs where it falls. 

Rebellious to hisarme, y {{ maccht> 

Repugnant c0 ™?- ’ inr !Leftrikeswide, 

CSteSe and ^mdeofhis fell fworf 

Th’unnerved fether fatts^ flaming t op 

Soasapainted tyrant Pvrr^ftood, 

Like a neutrall to his willand master, 

A filence in the heavens^the rack« flamlfti 
Thebold wind fpeechleffe , and the otbe oel 
As hulh as death,anon the dreadfull thunder 
Dothrend the region : fo after Pyrrhus pawfe, 

A rowfed vengeance fetshim new aworke, 

And never did the Cyclops hammers tall, 

On Mars his armour, forg’d for proofe eterne. 

With lefleremorfe than Pyrrhus bleeding word 
Now falls on Priam. 

Out, out, thou ftrumpet Fortune ! all you gods 

In generall fynod take away her power, 

Breajce all the fpokes and felloes from her wheele. 

And boule t he round nave downe the hill of heaven. 

As low as to the fiends* 

Pol- This is too long. 

Ha. It (hall to the Barbers with your beard : prethee fay on, he s 
for a jig>or a tale of bawdry, or he Beeps ; fay on, come to Hecuba* 
P/^.But who, ah woe had feene tne mobled Queene* 

H/tm. Th#* nnppnp 1 
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Polo. That's good. 

Play. Run barefoot up and downc.threatnine the fl a m„ 

With Bifon rhume, a clout upon that head 8 

Where late the diadem flood, and for a robe. 

About her lanke and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blanket in the alarme of feare caught up. 

W ho this had feene, with tongue in venome fteept, 

’Gainft fortunes ftate would treafon have pronounc’d t 
But if the gods themfelves did fee her then. 

When fheiavv Pyrrhus make malicious fport 
In mincing with his fword her husbands limbes. 

The inftant burft of clamor that fhe made, 

Unlefle things mortall move them not at all, 

W ould have made milch the burning eyes of heaven, 

And paffionin thegods. 

/V.Looke where he has not turned his colour, and has teares 

in’s eyes :pretheeno more. 

Ham.'Tis well, lie have thee fpeake out the reft of this foone, 
Good my Lord doe you fee the Players well bellowed, doe you 
heare, let them be well ufed , for they are the abftra£t and briefs 
Chronicles of the time; afteryour death you were better have a 
bad Epitaph, than their ill report while you live. 

‘Pol. My Lord I will ufe them according to their defen. 

Ham. Gods bodkin man much betcer, ufe every man after his 
defert, and who fliall fcape whipping? ufe them after your owne 
honour and dignity, the leflethey deferve the more merit ism 
your bounty : Take them in. 

Pol. Come firs. 

Ham. Follow him friends, wee’ll heare a play to morrow ; doeft 
thou heare me old friend, can you play the murder of Gon&ago ? 

Play. I my Lord. _ 

Ham. Wee’ll hav’t to morrow' night : you could for need ftudy 
a Ijpeech of feme dofen lines, or fixteene lines , which! would let 
downe and infertin’t,could you not ? 

Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. Very well: follow that Lord, and lookeyou mockehim 
not. My good friends, He leave you tillnigbt, you arewekome 
XO El femur. Exeunt Pol, andT layers. , 
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(Prince of Denmarka ^ 

^^feGldtaytoyoainowamUlone;* ' 

’ e and pefant flaveaml! 

0 - V nor^nftrous that this Playerhere 
*‘~g£ in a dreame of paflion, 

BUt M forfe his foule fo to his owne conceit, 

Could force ms , vifage wand, 

T hac ^hiseyes, diflra&ion in’s afpeft, 

Teares in his eyes, a funaion fating 

^ fermem his conceit, and all for nothing, 

Wh Hecuba to him,or he to her. 

That he fhould weep for her ^ 

Make mad the guilty, and a PP eale t ^ e £ J 
Confound theignorant ,and amaze indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and eares ; yet 1 , 

A dull and muddy metled raskall, peake 
Like 7^-a-dreames, unpregnant of my caufe. 

And can fay nothing, no not for a King, 

Uponwhofe property and moft deare life 
A damn’d defeat was made ; am I a coward . 

Who calls me villaine.breakes my pate acrolie, 
Pluckesoffmy beard, and blowesit inmy face, 

Twekes meby’th nofe, gives me the lye uh throat 
As deep as to the lungs ? who does me this ? 

Hah ?s’wounds I fbould take it, for it cannot be 
But I am pigeon liver’d, and lacke gall 
To make oppreflion bitter, or ere this 
I fbould have fatted all the region Kites 
With this (laves offall : bloudy,baudy villaine, _ 
RemorflefTe,trecherous, lecherous, kindleffe villain. 
Why what an Afle am I ? this is moft brave, 
Thatlthefonne of a deare father murthered, 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

Muft like a whore unpacke my heart with words, 

'Fa 
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And fall a curling. like a very drabbe, ftallion, fie uponY c* 
About my brained, hum, I nave heard r * Ion ‘ 

That guilty creatures fitting at a Play 
Have by the Very cunning of the Scene 
Beene ftrooke lb to the foule, that prefently 
They have proclaim’d their malefa&ions : 

For murther though it have no tongue will fpeake 
With moft miraculous organ. He have thefe Players 
Play fomething like the murther .of my father 1 
Before mine unde : lie obferve his lookes. 

He tent him to the quicke,if a doe blench 
I know my courfe. Thefpirit that I have feene 
May be a divell, and the divell hath power 
T'afliime a pleafing fhape, yea and perhaps 
Out of my weaknefle and my melancholly, 

As he is very potent with fuch fpirits, 

Abufes me to damne me : lie have grounds 
More relative than this, thePlay’s the thing 
W herein lie catch the confidence of the King. 

Enter King, Queene, Polonius , Ophelia, Rofencraus, (fujl- 
denflerne, Lords. 

King. Andean you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion. 

Grating lb harfhly all his daies of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacie ? 

Rof. He does confefte he feeles himfelfe diftra<fted. 

But from whatcaufe hewillby no meanes fpeake. 

Guy l -Nor doe we find him forward to be founded. 

But with a crafty madneflekeepes aloofe 
W hen we would bring him on to fome confeffion 
Ofhistrueeftate. 

jQuee.Did he receiveyou well ? 1 j 

Rof. Moft likea Gentleman. 

Guyl. But with much forcing of his difpofition. 

Rof Niggard ofqueftion, but of our demands 
Moft free in his reply. 

Qttee. Did you affay him to any paftime* 

Rof Madam, it fo fell out that certaine Players 

We 



To bear T rhinke they have already order 
ind it doth much content me* 

That he as ’twere by accident may here 

Wemayoftbeir encounter frankly judge. 

And gather by him as he is behav d. 

If the th’affliciion of his love or nO' 

That thus he fufters for. 



lllbnnghim toms w< 

> both your honours. 

Ophel. Madam, I with it may. _ 

Pol. Ophelia walk you here : gracious fo pleaie yon 
lewillbeftow our fclves ; read on this Booke, 
hat fhew of fuch an exereife may colour 
ourlonelinefle : we are ofrto blame in this, 
ris too much prov’d, that with devotions vifage, 
aid pious a<ftion we doc fugar o’re 
’he divell himfelfe. 
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How fmart a lath that fpeech doth give my confcience ' 
The harlots cheeke beautied with plaftringart. 

Is not more ugly tothe thing that helpes it. 

Than is my deed to my molt painted word : 

° heavie : burden 1 Enter Hamlet. 

roi. i heare him comming, withdraw my Lord. 

Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the queftion. 
Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to fuffer 
Thellings and arrowes ofoutragious fortune, 

Or to take armes againft a lea of troubles. 

And by oppofing end them : To dye to fleepe 
No more ; and by a lleepe to lay we end 
The heart-ake, and the thoufand naturall Ihockes 
That flefh is heire to ; ’tis a conliimmation 
Devoutly to be wiflit, to dye to fleepe, 

To fleep perchance to dreame, I there’s the rub. 

For in that Deep of death what dreames may come, 
W hen we have fhuffled off this mortall coyle 
Muft give us paufe, there’s the refpeit 
That makes calamity of.lo long life : 

For who would beare the whips and lcornesoftime, 
Th’opprelTors wrong, the proud mans contumely. 
The pangs of defpifed love, and the Lawes delay. 
The inlolenceof office, and the Ipurnes 
That patient merit of th’unworthy takes. 

When as himfelfe might his Quiet ms make 
W ith a bare bodkin ? who would fardels beare, 

To grunt and fweat under a weary life ? 

But that the dread of fomething after death, 
Theundilcover’d Countrey,from whofe borne 
No traveller retnmes,puzzels the will 
And makes us rather beare thofe ills we have. 

Than flye to others that we know not of. 

Thus confidence does make cowards. 

And thus the native hiewofrefolution 
Is ficklicd ore with the pale call: of thought : 

And enterpriles ofgreat pitch and moment. 

With this regard their currents turne awry. 



p r ince o/Dewmrke. 

, |,„ nameof action. Softyonnow, 

jsifiwV*'' «"$■ thy On20ns ■ 

Kyf/nstemeiite'd' 

Thu^/havelonged long to re-deliver. 

wel1 y°“ did ’ 

f Sefoefe things more rich s their perfume loll, 

Take thefe againe : for to the noble mmde 
^ gifts waxe poore when givers prove unkind. 

'SCK-eyouhoncW 
Ophel. My Lord. 

Ham. Are youfaire? 

“"°cSS?k.ytorf taKbmcrcommtce 
Tb Si th iJSffa the power ofbeautie will fooner transforme 
,„nflatebca„tyto his likeneffe : thiswas f™ 1 ™' a ParadOX '’ 

butnowthetimegivesitpcoofe. Idid loveyo 

Ophel. Indeed my Lord you made mebelecve lo. . 

Ham. You Ihould not have beleev’d mee, for vert ue cannot fo 
evacuate our old ftocke but we fhall rellilh of it : I loved you not. 
Ophel. I was the more deceived. , , r 

Ham. Getthee aNunry,why wouldft thou be a breeder of fin- 
ners ? I am my fclfe indifferent honeft ,but yet I could accule me 
of fuch things, that it were better my mother had not born me : I 
am very proud, revcngefull , ambitious, with more offences at my 
beck than I have thoughts to put them in, imagination to give t fie 
Ibapt, or time to ait them in : what Ihould fuch fellowes as 1 doe 

crawling 
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crawlingbetweene earth and heaven ? we are arrant Km, . 
leeve none of us, go thy waies to a Nunry. Where’s vonr f! u 
Ophel. At home my Lord. ' y0Urflch «tJ 

Ham. Let the doores be (hut upon him, 

That he may play thefoole nowhere but in’s owne houfe*' 
Farewell. 1 

Ophel. O helpe him you fweet heavens. 

Ham.lt thou doft marry,Ile give thee this plague for thv dn«, 
ry , be thou as chafte as Ice, as pure as fhow, thou (halt not efcm* 
calumny , get thee to a N unry/arewell. Or if thou wilt needs mar 
ry, marrie a foole, for wifemen know well enough what monfters 
you make of them rto aNunry, goe, and quickly too, farewell. 

Ophel. Heavenly powers reftore him. 

Ham . I have heard of your paintings well enough: God hath g{. 
ven you one face, and you make your felves another, gig and am- 
ble, and you lift you nickname Gods creatures , and make your 
wantonnefle ignorance ; go too, He no more on't,it hath made me 
mad : I fay we will have no moe marriages, thofe that are married 
already all but one (hall live, the reft (hall keepe as they are : to a 
Nunriegoe. Exit. 

Ophel. O what a noble minde is here orethrowne 1 
The Courtiers,Souldiers,SchoIars,eie, tongue, (word, 
Th’expe&ation andRofe of the faire ftate. 

The glafle of falhion, and the mould offbrme, 

Th’obferv d of all obfervers, quitei quite downe, 

And I of Ladies moftdejedt and wretched. 

That fuckt the honey of his Muficke vowes ; 

Now fee what noble and moft (bveraigne realbn 
Like fiveet bels jangled out of time, and harfh, 

That unmatcht forme and ftature of blowne youth 

Blafted with extafie. O woe is me 

T’ have feen what I have feen , fee what I lee ! Exit . 

Enter King and ’Tolenittt. 

King .Love ! his affe&ions doe not that way tend. 

For what he fpake, though it lackt forme a little, 

W as not like madnes,there’s fomethingin his (bnle 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood. 

And I doe doubt the hatch and the difclofe 

Will 



Vrince o/Denmarke." 

tfillbefome danger; which for to prevent 
Ihave - in dtwt e *he 3 wiih fpeed to England, 

Thus let downe .heina j tribute . 

gt^AoSki differs. 

Ssstesssa-, 

Whatthinkeyouon’t? 

£L from neglefted love : how now Ophel, a . 

You need not tell us what Lord 

We heard it all : my Lord doe as you pleafe. 

But if you hold it fit* after the Play 

Let his Queen-mother all alone entreat him 

To (hew his griefe ; let her be round with him. 

And lie be plac’d ( fo pleafe you) in the eare 
Of all their conference : if foe find him not. 

To England fend him, or confine him where 
Your wifdome beft (hall think. 

MadSfo^atones muft not unmatcht goe. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, and three of the Players . 

Ham. Speake the fpeech I pray you as I pronounc d it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue; but if you mouth it, as many of our 
Players do, I had as lieve the Towne-crier fpoke my lines: nor do 
not (aw the aire too much with your hand,thus, but uie all gent y , 
for in the very torrent tempeft, and, as I may fay , whirle- wind or 
your paffion you muft acquire and beget a temperance that may 
give it fmoothnefle : O it offends meetothe loule to heare a ro- 
BuftiousPerwig-pated fellow teare a paffion to totters, to very 
rags, to fpleet the eares of the ground-lings, who for the moft part 
are capable of nothing but inexplicable dumbe fhewes and noife: 
I would have luch a fellow whipt for ore-doing Termagant, it out- 
Herods Herod, pray you avoid it. ' 

Play. I warrant your honour. 

G Hami 
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Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your own difcretfo u 
your tutor; futethe aft ion to the word, the word to the aft' * 
with this {peciallobfervance , that you ore-ftep not the mod ft-*’ 
of Nature : For any thing fo ore-done is from the purpofeofpi ^ 
ing, whofe end both at firft, and now, was and is, to hold as ’tvver' 
the Mirrour up to nature , to fhew vertue her feature , fcorne h« 
owne image, and the very age and body of the time bis forme and 
prefiure : now this over-done, or come tardy of, though it makes 
the unskilfull laugh , cannot but make the judicious grieve; the 
cenfureof which one muftin your allowance ore-weigh a whole 

Theater of others. O therebe Players that I havefeene play, and 

heard others praife,and that highly, not to fpeakit profanely, that 
neither having the accent of Chriftians, nor the gate of C'nriftian, 
Pagan, nor man, have fo ftrutted and bellowed,that ] have thought 
fome of Natures Journy-men had made men,and not madethe® 
well, they imitated humanity fo abominably. 

Play. I hope we have reformed that indifferently with us. 

Ham. O reforme it altogether: and let thole that play your 
Clownes fpeake no more than is fet downe for them , for therebe 
of them that will themfelves laugh, to fet on fome quantitieof 
barren fpe£f ators to laugh too, though in the meane time fome 
neceflary queftion of thePlay bethen to be confidered : that’s viU 
lanous , and fhewes a moll pitifull ambition in the Foolethatu- 
fes it :goe, make you ready. How now my Lord? will the King 
hcare this piece of worke ? 

Enter P olenites, (jUyldenfi erne, ana Re fe reran*. 

Pol. And the Queene too, and that prefently. 

Ham. Bid the Players make hafte.Will you two help to batten 

Rof I my Lord. Exeunt thafe wo. (then* 

Ham . What hoe, Horatio ? 

Hora. Here fweet Lord, at your fervice. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art een as juft a man 
As ere my converlationcop’t withall. 

Hora . O my deare Lord. 

Ham. Nay, doe not thinke I flatter, 

Forwhat advancement may I hope from thee 

That no revenue haft but thy good fpjnts ? 

To feed and cloath thee ? why fliould the poor be flattered • ^ 




< prince of Denmark^ 

'^yfcrefLew,s^^ 

Ha^ta'n ' with equall thanks : and bleft are diofc 

y/hofe blood and judgement arc fo well remedied 
That they are not a pipe for fortunes hnger. 

To found what flop fhepleafe: give me that man 
That is not paffions flave, and 1 will weare him 
In my hearts core, I, in my heart ° f hearr ’ 

As I doe thee. Something too much or this. 

There is a play to night before the King, 

One Scene of it comes neere the circnmftance 
Which I have told thee of my Fathers death ; 

I prethee when thou feeft that Act on foot 

Even with the very comment of thy foule 

Obferve my uncle : ifhis occulted guilt 
Doe not it lelfe unkenncll in one fpeech. 

It is a damned Ghoft that we have feene. 

And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vulcans ftithy : give him heedfull note. 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face. 

And after we will both our judgements joinc 
Incenfure of his feeming. 

Hora. W ell my Lora, 

If a fteale ought the whilft this P lay is playing 
And fcape deceftion, I will pay the theft. 

Enter Trumpets and Kettle Drums , King, 
Jgueen,P olonius , Ophelia. 
HamJThey are commingto the play, I muft be idle. 
$et you a place. 

King. How fares our Coufin Hamlet. 

Ham. Excellent ifaith. 

Of the Cameleons difh, I eat the aire. 



Pro- 
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Promife-eram’d , you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King. I have nothing with this anfwer Hamlet , 

Thefe words are not mine. 

No, nor mine now my Lord. 

You plai’d once in thellr.iverfity you fay. 

Pol. That didlmy Lord, and was accounted a good Aflor 
Ham. What did y ou enaa? 

Pol. I did enaS Julius C*f ar > 1 was kill’d i’th Capitoll, 

Brut tu kill’d me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill lo capitall a calfethere. 
Be the Players ready ? 

Rof. I my Lord, they flay Upon your patience. 

Cjer. Come hither my deare Hamlet , fit by me. 

Ham.'Ho good mother, here’s metall more attraftive. 

Pol. O ho, doe you marke that ? 

Ham. Lady, (ball I lye in your lap ? 

Ophel. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrey matters ? 

Ophel. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a faire thought to lye between maids legs. 
Ophel. What is my Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Ophel. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? 

Ophel. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God ! your onely J ig- maker, what Ibould a man doe 
but be merry: for lookeyouhow cheerfully my mother lookesi 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Ophel. Nay, 'cis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long ! nay then let the di veil weare black, for He nave 
a fute of fables :0 heavens /dye two months agoe, and not for- 
gotten yet ! then there’s hope a great mans memory may out-live 
his life halfe a yeere ; but berLady a muft build Churches then,or 
elfe fhall a fuffer not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe,whoie t- 

pitaphis,forO,forO,theHobby-horfeisfor| 0 t. 

The Trumpets found. Bumbe {hew follows. 

Enter* Kinganda Queen, theQveeneembra 

her, he takes her up, and destines hu head upon her neckg, 



(Prince of Dc nmarke. 

^ & ■ smain Cecm to condole with hcr^ 

^/.WhMmeanMttasm^ord^ ifc( , i( . fc . 

ft.. We 0 «JI know by thisftllow. B.ur Fr.ug 
The Plavers cannot keepe,they 11 tell all. 
nM Will a tell us what this lbew meant . « .j 

Korany fheweta , on will (hew him.be not yon .torn d 

,otew,heellnotlhametotellyonwhautmeMe^ 

Ophel. You are naught , you are naught, lie marKe t y 

Prologue. For us and for our Tragedy, 

Here Hooping to your clemency, 

We beege your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the pohe ofa ring . 

Ophel. ’Tis briefe my Lord. 

Ham . As womans love. 

Enter King and Queens 

King. Full thirty times hath pheebtu Cart gone round 
Heptmes faltwalh, and Tellus orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dozen Moones with borrowed fbeene 
About the world have twelve times thirty been. 

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did ourhands 
Unitecommutuallinmoftfacred bands. 

Que.So many journies may the Sun and Moone 
Make us againe count ore ere love be done : 

But woe is me, you are fo ficke of late, 

Sofarrefrom cheere,and from your former Gate, 

That I diftruft you ; yet though I diftruft, 

Difcomfort you my Lord it nothing muft. 

For women Feare too much, even as they love. 

And womans feare and love hold quantity. 

Either none, in neither ought, or in extremity, 

G 3 
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Now what my love is proofe hath made you know 
And as my love is ciz’d my teare is fo : 

Where love is great , the littleft doubts are feare ; 

Where little fears grow great ,great love grows there. 

A'/^.Faith I mull leave thee lovejand Ihortly toq. 

My operant powers their fundiions leave to doe. 

And thou fhalt livein this faire world behind. 

Honour ’d,belov’d, and haply one as kind 
For husband fhalt thou. 

Quee. O confound the reft ! 

Such love muft needs be treafon in my breaft. 

In fecond husband let me be accurft. 

None wed the fecond but who kill’d the firft : Z&w.That’s 

The inftances that fecond marriage move wormwood. 

Are bale reipe&s of thrift, but noneoflove : 

A fecond time I kill my husband dead 
W hen fecond husband kifles me in bed. 

King. I do beleeve you thinke what now you (peak. 

But what vve doe determine ofc we breake, 

Purpofe is but the (lave to memory. 

Of violent birth, but poore validity; 

Which now the fruit unripe ftickes on the tree, 

But fall unfhaken when they mellow be* 

Moft neceflary ’tis that we forget 
T o pay our felves what to our ielves is debt ; 

What to our felves in paflion wepropofe. 

The palfion ending doth the purpoie Iofe ; 

The violence of either griefe or joy 

Their owne enaflures with themfelvesdeftroy; 

Where joy moft revfells griefe doth moft lament : 

Griefe joy, joy griefes, on {lender accident. 

This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not ftrange. 

That even our loves fhould with our fortunes change: 

For ’tis a queftion left us yet to prove. 

Whether love lead fortune, or elfe fortune love. 

The great man downe, you marke his favourite flies. 

The poore advanc’d makes friends of enemies : 

And hitherto doth loveoafortune tend, _ 



frmce ofDeof Denmark* 

, M needs Ilia II never lamfMe, come the RecOr OS. 
Kvdwin wane a hollow friend aeicdy.^ 

Klv feafons him his enemy* 

to end where I begun, 
f Sand fatesdoe lb contrary run, 

°!* i Scesftill are overthrowne : 

onrs, their endsnone of off owne. 

"'Stawiltno^ond husband wed. 

S° thinke tn when chy fffft Lord is dead* 

tie Nor earth to me give food, nor heaven light, 

Wt and repofe locke from me day and mgho, 

Todefperationturne my truft and hope. 

And Anchors cheere in pnfon be my fcope, 

Each oppofite that blankes the face ofjoy, - 

Meet what 1 would have well, and it deftroy , 

Both here and hence purfue me lahing (Irife. 

Iforice I be a widow, ever 1 be a wife. TT 

Kin ?.’ Tis deeply Iworne :fweet leave me here a while. 

My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleep. 

Quee. Sleep rocke thy braine, . 

And never come mifchancebetweene us tvvaine* ' 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play ? 

Quee. The Lady doth proteft too much me thinkes * 

Hum. O butfhee’ll keepe her word. 

.Kw.Have you heard the Argument ? is there no offence m t 
Ham. No; no, they doe but jeft,poifon in jeft, no offence i th 
Xing . What doe you call the play? (world. 

Ham. The Moufe-trap ; marry how ?tropieally.This play is the 
imape of a irmt'fht a rd/in» n 
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.„c „ ? your Majeftie and we ftiall have free Ibufes, it 

touches us not; let the galled jade winch, our withers are tin- 
wrung. This is one Lttciamu Nephew to the King. 

Enter Lucianus. 



A-tnvzT i^jamsinni * 

Ophel. You are as good as a Chonte my Lord. 

Ham. I could interpret betweene you and your love 
.Iflcouldfeethepuppits dallying. 



Ofbet. 
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Now what my love is proofe had you arekeene. 

And as my love is ciz’d my tea&aning to take off mine edw 
OfreJpycnx cceat , d?ju worfe. s ‘ 

Ham. So you miftake your husbands. Begin murther^ f eav , 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the crokine raven dothJf 
low for revenge. * Deu 

£»c.Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time agreeing 
Confiderate (eafon, elfe no creature feeing, 5 * 

Thou mixture ranke, of midnight weeds colle&ed, 

\ V ith Hecats bane thrice Wafted, thrice infected. 

Thy naturall magicke, and dire property. 

On whollome life uliirps immediately. 

Ham. A pOilbns him i’th garden for his eftate,his name’s 
£*,the ftory is extant, and written in very choice Italiantyou (hall 
lee anon how the murtherer gets the love of Gonzaeoesw ife 
Ophel. The King riles. 

Quee.How fares my Lord ? 

Pol . Give ore the play. 

King. Give me fome light, away. 

P ol. Lights, lights, lights. Exeunt all but Ham. & Horatio. 
Ham. Why let theftrucken Deere goe weep. 

The Hart ungalled play. 

For (bme muft watch whileft feme muft deep. 

Thus runs the world away. Would not this fir,and aforreftoffea- 
thers,ifthe reft of my fortunes turn Turk with me, with provincial 
Roles on my raz’d lhooes,get me a fellowlhip in a city of plaiers ? 
Hora. Halfe a (bare. 

Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou doeft know O Damon deare 
This realme difmantled was 
Of Jove himfelfe, and now raignes here 
A very very paiocke. • 

Hora. You might have rim’d.' 

Ham. O good Horatio, lie take the Ghofts word for a thoufand 
pound. Didft perceive? 

Hora. Very well my Lord. 

Ham. Upon the talke ofthepoiloning. 

Hora. I did very well note him. „ 

M ditto 




Prince of Denmarke. 

a- Ahha, comefome muficke, come the Recorders, 

r t he King likes not the Come y, 

^henbehkebelikesitnotperdte. 

Come, Tome m fffff' R £ encraM an i guyldenfierne. 

Cml. Good my Lord vouchlatc me a wocd with you. 
flam- SirawholeHiftorie. 

Guyl. The King fir. 

Hm. With drinke fir? 

it felfeniore richer tofig- 
XheDoaor ; for for nree « >« him to hr, patron. 

And flare not fo wildly upon my aftaire. 

moftsreattfiaienoflpi. 

tit, hath fent me to you. 

courtefie is not of the right breed, 
iff (hall p^afe you to make mee a whollome anfwer , I will doe 
yourmotherscommandement, ifnot, your pardon and my re- 
turne (hall be the end of thebufinefle. 

Ham. Sir I cannot. 

Ha Mike you a whoilbme anfwer, my wit’s di(eas’d,but fir, luch 
anfwer as I can make you (hall command, or rather as yon fay, my 
mother ; therefore no more,but to the matter, my mother you fay. 

i^/.Then thus (he faies, your behaviour hath ftrooke her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderfull lonne that can (o aftonifh a mother ! but is 
there no fequell at the heels of this mothers admiration ? impart. 
Rof. She defires to fpeak with you in her clofet ere you go tobed. 
Ham. We (ball obey, were (he ten times our mother j have you 
any further trade with us ? 

Rof. My Lord you once did love me. 

H Ham. 



Ham. 
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Ham. And doe ftill by thefe pickers and dealers 
Rof.G ood my Lord what is yonr caufe of dirtemper> Vnn , 
ftrely barre the doore upon vour owne liberty , if von AZ U 
griefes to your friend. / > 11 you deny yoilr 

Ham. Sir I lacke advancement. 

%of. How can that be,when you have the voice of the t,- 

fclfe for your fucceflion in Denmark? ? ® 1!ri ' 

Enter the Players with Recorders. 

Ham . I lir , but while the grade growes ; the proverbe is fome 
thing mufiy : oh the Recorders, let me lee one , to withdraw with 
you ; why doe you goe about to recover the wind of me , as if you 
would drive me into a toile ? 3 

Gu.O myLord»if my duty be too bold,my love is too unmanerly 
Ha . I do not well underltand that : will you play upon this pipe? 
Guyl. My Lord I cannot. ‘ “ ' 

Ham. I pray you. 

Gjtiyl. Beleeve me I cannot. 

Ham. 1 beleech you. 

Guy l, I know no touch ofit my Lord. 

Ham.lt is as eafieas lying ; govern theleyentages with your fin- 
gers and the thumbe, give it breath with your mouth , and it will 
difeourfe mod eloquent mufick : look you, thefe are the flops. 

But thefe cannot I command to any utterance ofharmo- 
ny, I have not the skill. 

Ham.yVhy look you ftoyv how.Ujiworthy a thing you make of 
me, you would play upon me,you would feeme to know my flops, 
you would plucke out the heart of my myfterie, you would found 
mee from my lowed note to my compafle, and there is much mu- 
ficke, excellent voice in this little organ , yet cannot you make it 
fpeake,s’b!oud do you think I am eafier.to be plaid on than a pipe? 
Call me what inftrument you will, though you can fret me, you 
cannot play upon me. dod blefle you fir. 

Enter Polowtit. 

. Pol My Lord the Queen would fpeak with you, and prdently. 
JAa.Doyouiee yonder cloud that’s almoft in lhapeofacamel? 
jPol. By’th mafle and ’tis like a Camell indeed. 

Ham. Methinkcs itislikea WczeH. 

Pol. It is blacke like a Wezelh 

■ , v,v r -.. r “*. - . 
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Prince of Denmark^ 

jJaPf Ot like a Whale. 

iwilkfiyfo- By andby is eafdy faid. 

'Tis now the very witching timeofnigh mt 

WhenCburcl 

0 heart lofe not thy natuf e 1 let not ever 
The foule of Nero enter this firme bolome . 

Tet mebecruell,not unnaturall. 

1 will fpeake daggers to her, but ufe none, . 

My tongue and foule in thisbe hypocrites ; 

How in my words loever fhe be fhent. 

To give themfeales never my foule content. 

Enter Kittg,Rofencratts,andGuyldenflerHe. 

King. I like him not, nor ftands it fafe with us 
To let his madnefle range ; therefore prepare you, 

I your Commiflion will forthwith dilpatch. 

And he to England fhall along with you. 

The tearmes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazzard fo neare us as doth hourely grow 
Outofhisbrowes. 

Guyl. We will our felves provide ; 

Moft holy and religions feare it is 
To keepe thofe many many bodies fafe 
That live and feed upon your Majefty. 

Rof. The Angle and peculiar life is bound 
W ith all the ftrength and armour of the mind 
To keepe it felfe from noyance, but much more 
That fpirit,upon whole weale depends and refts 
The lives of many :the cefle ofMajefty 
Dyes not alone, but like a gulfe doth draw 
W hat’s neare it with it : or it is a maflie wheele, 

Fixt on the lomnet of the higheft mount, 
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To whole huge fpokes ten thoufand lefler thin°s 
Are morteift and adjoin’d, which when it falls, & 

Each iinall annexment , pettie confequence 
Attends the boiftrous raine, never alone 
Did the King figh,but a generall grone. 

King. Arme you I pray you to this Ipeedy voiage, 
For we will fetters put about this feare 
W hich now goes too free footed. 

Rof. We will make hafte. Exeunt Gent. 

Enter Polonins. 

Pol. My Lord hee’s going to his mothers clofer. 
Behind the Arras He convay my felfe 
To heare the procefle,Ile warnt fhee’l tax him home; 
And as you faid, and wifely was it laid, 

'Tis meet that feme more audience than a mother. 
Since nature makes them partiall, fhould ore-heare 
The ipeech of vantage ; fare you well my Liege, 
lie call upon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what I heare. Exit, 

X/#£.Thankes dearemy Lord. 

0 my offence is ranke, it fmels to heaven. 

It hath the primall eldeft curfe upon’t ; 

A brothers murder : pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as fharpe as will. 

My ftronger guilt defeats my ftrongintent; 

And like a man to double bufinefle bound, 

1 ftandin paufe where I fliall firft begin, 

And both negle<51 : what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker than it felfe with brothers blood ? 

Is there not raine enough in the fweet heavens 
To wafh it white as fnow ? whereto ferves mercy. 

But to confront the vifage of offence ? 

And what’s in prayer, but this twofold force. 

To be foreftalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon being downe ? then lie lookeup : 

My fault is paft : but oh ! what forme of prayer 
Can ferve my turne ? forgive me my foule murther ? 
That cannot be,fince I am ftill poffeft 



prince o/Dcnmarke. 

»oned and retaine th’offence ? 

!^L corrupted currents ofthis world 
Xlces euided hand may foewbyjuftice, 

?!d oft 'as fee ne the wicked prize itfelfe 
^ nnr r he Law ; but ’tis not ib above? 

IS ta noftiuffling, there the »«!<>» <£«, 
in his true nature, and weourfelvescomp 
Even to the teeth and forehead ofour faults ? 

To give in evidence : what then ? what reft s . 

Trv what repentance can ; what can it not . 

Yet what can it whenone cannot repent . t 
0 wretched ftate ! Obofomeblacke as death. 

0 limed foule ! that ftruggbng tobefree, 

Be foft as finnewesofthe new-borne babe. 

Ml may be well- . Enter Hamlet; 

AAjot.Now might I do it, but now a is praying. 

And now Iledo’t, audfo a goes to heaven. 

And fo am I reveng’d ? that would be icann a 5 
A villaine kills my father, and for that 

1 his foie fonne doe this fame villaine fend 
To heaven: 

Why this is bafe and filly,— — not revenge : 

A tooke my father groffely, full of bread. 

With all his crimes broad blowne, as flufh as May, 
And how his audit ftands who knowes fave heaven ? 
But in our circumftance and courfe of thought , 

’Tis heavie with him ; and am I then reveng’d 
Totake him in the purging of his foule, 

When heisfitandfeafoned forhispaflage? 

No, 

Up fword, and know thou a more horrid hent. 

When he is drunke, afleep, or in his rage. 

Or in th’inceftuous pleafure of his bed, 
Atgame,afwearing,oraboutfome aft 
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That has no celliOi of falvation in’t, 

Then trip him that his heele may kicke at heaven. 

And that his loule may be as damn’d andblacke 
As hell whereto it goes : my mother ftayes. 

This Phyfickebut prolongs thy fickly dayes. £ , 

% words flycup, my thoughts remainebelow, 

Vv ords without thoughts never to heaven goe. ^ . 

Enter Gertrardand Polonitu. 

Pol. A will come ftrait, looke you lay home to him, 

Tell him his prankes havebin too broad to beare with 
And that your grace hath fereen’d and ftoodbetweene 
Much heat and him. He filence me even here. 

Pray you be round. Enter Hamlet. 

G er. lie warrant you, feare me not, 

Withdraw, Ihearehimcomming. 

Ham, Now mother what’s the matter? 

Ger. Hamlet thou haft thy father much offended: 

Ham. Mother you have my father much offended. 

Ger. Come,come,you anfwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham ■ Goe, goe, you queftion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. why how now Hamlet ? 

Ham. What’s the matter now ■ 

Cjer. Have you forgot me? 

Ham. No by the Rood not fb. 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not fo, you are my mother. 

Cjer. Nay then lie let thole to you that can Ipeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fit you downc, you fhall not budge, 
You goe not till I fet you up agla fie 
Where you may fee the moftpart of you- 

Ger, What wilt thou doe ? thou wilt not murder me ? 
Helpeho. 

Pol. W hat hoe belpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Ducket, dead. 

Pol. O I am flaine. 

Cjer. O me, what haft thou done ? 

'Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King ? 

Ger. O what a rafh and bloody deed is this ! 

Hm, 




' 



many v.uh his brother. 

Gtr As killaKing? 

And let me wring your hearr, for fo I fhall 
If jt be made of penetrable fluff e, 
ifdamned cuftome have not braz d it fo. 

In noife forude againft me ?. 

Ham. Such an aft 

Thacbiurres the grace and blufh of modeLty, 

Calls venue hypocrite, takes off the Rofe 
From the faire forehead of an innocent love. 

And fets a blifter there, makes marriage voweS 
As falie as Dicers oathes : Oh fuch a deed 
As from the body ofcontra&ion pluckes 
The very foule , and fweet Religion makes 
A rapfodie of word s, heavens face does glow 
Yea this foiidity and compound mafic 
With heated vifage, as againft the doome, 
Isthought-fieke at thea&. 

Qttee. Ay me, what a<ft ? 

Ha .That roares fo loud,and thunders in the Index i 
looke here upon this pi£hire , and on this, 

The counterfeit prefentmenc of two brothers j 
See what a grace was feated on his brow, 

Hiperions curies, the front of Jove himfelfe, 

“in eye like Mars, to threaten and command, 

A ftation like the Herald Mercury 
New lighted on a heaven-killing hill, 

A combination and forme indeed 

whw fl _ j ,• '* 
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That has no rellifh of falvaok you now what follows 
Then trip him thar.ii, like a mildew’d eare. 

Blading his wholfome brother : have you eyes ? 
Could you on this faire mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moore ? ha l have you eyes ? 

Yon cannot call it love, for at your age 
The heyday in the blood is tame, it’s humble. 

And waits upon the judgement ; and what judgment 
W ould ftep from this to this ? fenfe fure you have, 
Elfe could you not have motion ,but fure that fenfe 
Is apoplext, for madnefle would not erre, 

Nor fenfe to extafie was ne’er fo thrall’d. 

But it referv’d feme quantity of choice 
To ferve in fuch a difference : What divell was’t 
That thus hath couzen’dyouat hodman-blind ? 
Eies without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or eyes, fmelling fans all, 

Or but a fickly part of one true fenfe 

Could not fo mope. Oh fhame ! where is thy bluflr? 

Rebellious hell. 

If thou canft mutinein a Matrons bones 
To flaming youth, let vertue beaswaxe 
And melt in her owne fire, proclaime no fhame 
When the compulfive ardure gives the charge. 
Since froft it felfe as actively doth burne. 

And reafbn pardons will. 

ger. O Hamlet (peake no more, 

Thou turn’d: my very eyes into my foule. 

And there I fee fuch blacke and grieved Ipots 
As will leave there their tinft. 

Ham. Nay but to live 
In theranke fweat ofan inceduous bed. 

Stew’d in corruption, honying and making love 
Over the nafty dye. 

Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 

Thefe words like daggers enter in mine eares, 

No more fweet Hamlet. 

Ham. A murtherer and a villaine. 
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„ that is not twentieth part the kyth 

‘heptedou, todemftota ^ 

Iflwlloe you not cerne your tardiefonne EO cbldc. 
That lap’d in time, and paffion lets goe y , 

Th’important ailing of your dread command. O f y 
Ghofi. Doe not forget : this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almod blunted purpofe. 

But looke, amazement on thy mother tits , 

0 ftepbetweene her and her fighmg ou e • 

Conceit in weaked bodies ftronged work 
Speake to her Hamlet. _ 

Ham. How is it with you Lady ? 

Ger. Alaffe how is’t with you. 

Forth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peepe. 

And as the deeping Souldiers in th alarme. 

Your beaded haire like life in excrements 
Starts up and dands an end : O gentle fonne . 

Upon the heat and flame of thy didemper 

Sprinkle code patience : whereon doe you looke . 

Ham. On him, on him,look you how pale he glcres. 
His forme and caufe conjoin’d, preaching to dones 
Would make them capable ; doe not look upon me, 
Led with this piteous a<5tion you convert 
My flerne effefts ; then what I have to doe 
W ill want true colour, teares perchance for blood. 
Ger. To whom doe you fpeake this ? 

Ham.'Doe you fee nothing there ? 

ger. Nothing at all, yet all that is there I fee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 



ger 
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€er. No nothing but our felves. 

Ham. Why looke you there, looke how it fteales awat 
My father m his habit as he liv’d, wa l 

Looke where he goes, even now out at the portall. E X i 

Gcr. This is the very coynage of your braine 
Thi s bodilefle creation extafie is very cunning in. 

Ham. My pulfe as yours doth temperately keep time 
And makes as healthfull mufick : it is not madnefle * 

That I have uttred,bring me to the teft, 

And I the matter will re-word, which madnefle 
W ould gambole from. Mother, for love of grace 
Lay not this flattering undtion to your loule, 

That not your trelpafl'e but my madnefle fpeakes j 
It will but skin ana filmc the ulcerous place. 

Whiles ranke corruption mining all within 
Infedts unleene : confefle yourfelfeto heaven. 

Repent what’s paft, avoid what is to come. 

And doe not lpread the compoft on the weeds 
To make them ranker : forgive me this my vertue. 

For in the fatnefle of thefe purfie times 
Vertue it felfe of vice muft pardon begge, 

Yea courb and wooe for leave to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hamlet, thou haft cleft my heart in twaine. 

Ham. O throw away the worler part of it. 

And leave the purer with the other halfe. 

Goodnight, but goe not to my uncles bed, 

Afliime a vertue if you have it not, 

That monfter cuftome,who all fenfe doth eat. 

Of habits divell, is Angel yet in this. 

That to the ufeof adlions faire and good 
Helikewife gives a frocke or Livery 
That aptly is put on : refrain to night. 

And that fhall lend a kinde of eafinefle 
To the next abftinence, the next more ealie ; 

Tor ufe almoft can change the ftampe of nature. 

And mafter the Divell, or throw him out 
W ith wondrous potency : Once more goodjnight, 

And when you are defirous to be blefi 



(prince of Denmark?- 

^ e |®/^ a v4^hath pleas’d itfo,' 

1 d°c re P e "J , b [ t h this, and this with me, 

T o punxfo me w tn f e and m i n ifler : 

fmuftbecruellonelytobeki^ U 

Thus bad begins, and worle rema 

One word mor e good La y. 

iKy »«»*« Ibid yf doe: 

Make you to ravell all this matter out, 

That I eflentially am not in madnefle. 

But mad in craft ; ’twere good you let him know. 

For who that’sbut Queen, faire , fober, wife. 

Would from a paddocke, from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such deare concernings hide ? who would doe lb ? 

No, in defpight of fenfe and fecrecie 

Unpeg the basket on the houfes top, 

Let thebirds flye, and like the famous Ape, 

To try conclufionsin the basket creepe. 

And breake your owneneckedowne. 

Ge r . Be thou aflur’d if words be made of breath. 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou haft laid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England, you know that. 
ger. Alacke I had forgot, 

'Tis lb concluded on. ^ 

Kj.Theres letters feal’d,i& my twofehool-felloWS, 
Whom I will truft as I will adders fang’d. 

They beare the mandate, they muft Iweep my way* 
And marftiallme to knavery ; let it worke. 

For ’tis the fport, to have the Enginer 
Hoift with his owne petar,an’t fhall goe hard 

I » 



Brit 
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But I will delve one yard below their Mines 
And blow them at the Moone : O ’tig moft fw eet 
When in one line two crafts dire&ly meet. 

This man fhall fet me packing, 

lie lugge the guts into the neighbour roome. 

Mother good night indeed , this Counfeller 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecrer, and moft grave. 

Who was in’s life a moft fbolifh prating knave. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 

Good night mother. * Exit, 

Enter King and Queen, with Rofencraus * 
and Guyldenflerne. 

Ktng. There’s matter in thefe fighes, thefe profound heaves, 
You muft tranflate, tis fit we underftand them : 

W here is your lonne ? 

Gert. Beftow this place on us a little while. 

Ah mine owne Lord, what have I feene to night ? 

King . W hat G ertrard , how does Hamlet ? 

GVr.Mad as the fea and wind when both contend 
W hich is the mightier in his lawlefie fit , 

Behind the Arras hearing Ibmething ftir, 

W hips out his Rapier, cryes a Rat, a Rat, 

And in this brainiflh apprehenfion kills 
The unfeene good old man. 

King. O heavie deed ! 

It had been lb with us had we been there. 

His liberty i s full of threats to all. 

To you your felfe, to us, to every one. 

Alas, how fhall this bloody deed be anlwered ? 

It will be laid to us, whole providence 
Should have kept fhort,reftrain’d, and out of haunt 
Thi s mad young man : but lo much was our love 
We would not underftand what was moft fit. 

But like the owner of a fbule difeafe. 

To keepit from divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of life : where is he gone ? 

Gert. To draw apart the body he hath kill’d, 

Ore whom his very madnefle, like feme Ore 

Among 







prince ofD enmarke. 

iftion' ran ” nera ^ °^ meta !!^fo^what A/ "' r ' 

^ °c k felfe pure, a weeps tor wnat 

KC Gertrard come* way, 

u fooner fhall the mountains t™- 
The Sunn .., ru: p him hence, and this vile deed 
BUt WC ftlvith all our Majeftie and skill Enter , 

^emuftwitn auou j Hq G(iy !jenfierne, 
gne P'ne with youfome further aide, 

fTfeomhis mothers clofet hath he drag’d him i 
goefeeke him out, fpeake faire, and bring the body 

Jnd let them know both what we meane to doe, 

And what’s untimely done, 

Whofe whitper ore the worlds Diameter, 

As levell as the Cannon to his blanke 

Tranfports his poyfoned thot, may mifle our nam , 

And hitthe woundlefleaire : O come away, E xemt. 

My fouleis full of difeord and difmay. *■**» 

) Enter Hamlet, Rofencraus, <md others. 

ffo.Safely flow’d :bm foftlywhat noife? who calls on Hamlet. 

Wh^thTve you done my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with duft , whereto it is km. 

Rof. Tell us where ’tis, that we may take it thence, 

Andbeare it to the Chappell: 

Haw. Doe not beleeveit. 

J?*/.Beleev«what? • •• • : ' . . 

Ham. That I can keepe your counfell and not mine ownejbe- 
fides , tobeedemanded of a fpunge ,wbat replication lhOuld bee 
made by the fonne ofa King ?- 
Rof. Take you me for a fpunge my Lord ? 

WV T tir rt>,r (nVps nn rhe Ki-nes counten; 
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Rof. I underftand you not my Lord. 

Bam. I am glad of it : a knavifh fpeech fleepg in a f™r a. 

A thing my Lord ? 

Ham. Of nothing, bring me to him. Exeunt 

Enter King and two or three. 

King. I have fent to feek him,and to find the body; 
How dangerous is it that this naan goes loofe ? 

Yet muft we not put the firong law on him, 

Hee’s lov’d of the diftra&ed multitude. 

Who like notin their judgement, but their eyes. 

And where ’tis lo, th’offcnders leourge is waigh’d. 

But never the offence : to beare all fmooth and even, 
This fudden lending him away muft feeme 
Deliberate paule ; dileafes delperate growne 
By delperate appliance are reliev’d. 

Or not at all. 



Enter Rofencrattt , and all the reft. 

King. How now ? what hath befallen ? 

RoJ. Where the dead body is bellow’d my Lord 
yv e cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Ref. W ithout my Lord, guarded to know your plealure." 

King. Bring him before us. 

Rof Ho,bring in the Lord. Thej enter 

King. Now Hamlet , where’s Polonitu 

Bam. At lupper. 

King. At fupper ? where ? 

Ha. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, a certain convo' 
cation of politick worms are een at him : your worme is your only 
Emperour for diet. W e fat all creatures elfe to fat us, and wee fat 
our felves for maggots ; your fat King and your lean beggar is but 
variable fervice,two dillies but to one table, that’s the end. 



King. Alas, alas! . ^ 

Ham. A man may fifh with the worme that hath eat ofa King, 



(prince o/Denmarke: 

soea ^ 

»"- N “r.fe.nt S of,beriat. 



iWfl! 



^asttu 

SltoSX and the winde ac Mpe, 
Th’aflbciatestend, and every thing is bent 



t Ham. For England ? 

King- 1 Hamlet. 

Ham* Good- /*_ 

Kincr. So is it if thou knew ft our purpofeS. v*. eland e 

Ham. I fee a Cherub that fees them : but come, for England 

Farewell deare mother. 

Ham. My mofofr^L^d mother is man and wife, 

Man and wife is one flefh,and lo my mother. < 

Come,for England. Exit. 

King. Follow him at foot, 

Tempt him with fpeed aboard. 

Delay it not, He have him hence to night : 

Away, for every thing is feal’d and done 

That elfe leanes on the aff aire ; pray you makehafte : 

And England, if my love thou holdft at ought. 

As my great power thereof may give thee fenfe, 

Since yet thy cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the Danilh fword, and thy free awe 
Paies homage to us, thou raaift not coldly fee 
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Our Soveraigne proceffe, which imports at full 

By letters congruing to that efteft 

The prefent death ot Hamlet, doe itEngland, 

For like the He&icke in my blood he rages. 

And thou muft cure me : till I know ’tis done, 

How ere my haps, my joyes will nere begin. t 

Enter Fortinbrajfe with hie Army over the Stave' 

Fortin. Got Captaine.from me greet the Daniih Kins 
T ell him that by his licence Fortinbrafe * 

Craves the conveyance ofa promis'd march 
Over his kingdome ; you know the rendezvous, 

Ir that his Majeftie would ought with us 
W e fhall exprefle our duty in his eve. 

And let him know lo. * 

C a P' I will doe’t my Lord; > 

Fortin. Goe fbftly on. 

Enter Hamlet , Rofencratts,&c. 

Ham. Good fir whole powers are thefe ? 

C ap. They are of Norway fir. 

Ham. How propos’d fir I pray you? 

Cap. Againft fome part of Poland. 

Ham. Who commands them fir ? 

Cap. The Nephew of old Norway , Fortinbrajfe . 

Ham. Goes it againft the maine of ‘Poland fir. 

Or for lome frontier ? 

Cap. TrueIy:toipeake,and with no addition, 

W e goe to gaine a little patch ofground 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 

To pay five duckets, five I would not farme it. 

Nor will it yeeld to Norway or the Pole 
A ranker rate, fhould it be 1 old in fee. 

Ham. Why then the Pollacks never will defend it. 

Cap. Nay 'tis already garrilbnd. 

Ham. T wo thoufand Ibules and 2 0000. duckets 
Will not debate thequeftionofthis ftraw ; 

This is th’impoftume of much wealth and peace. 

That inward breakes and Ibevves no caufe without 
Why the man dyes, I humbly thanke you fir. 
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rap. God buy your fir. 

tfhlSc good and market of fcumc 
c Unrtofleepe and feed ? abeaft,nomore 
enrehethat made us with fuch large difcourfe, 
looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and God-likereafon 
To fnftin us unus’d : now whether it be 
Beftiall oblivion, or fome craven fcruple 

And ever three parts coward : I doe not know 
whv yet I live to fay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith I nave caule, and will, and ftrength, and meanes 
To doe’t : examples groffe as earth exhort me , 
Witnelfe this army of fuch mafle and charge, 

Led by a delicate and.tender Prince, 

Whole fpirit with divine ambition puft 

Makes mouthes at the invifible event, 

Expofing what is mortall and unlure 
To all that fortune . death, and danger care, 

Everifor an egge*ft>ell. ( Rightly to be great 
Is not to ftir without great argument. 

But greatly to finde quarrellin a ftraw. 

When honour’s at the ftake. How ftand I then. 

That have a father kill'd; a mother ftain’d. 
Excitements pf my realbn and my blood. 

And let all fleep, while to my fhame I fee 
The imminent death of twenty thoufandmen. 

That for a fantafie and tricke of fame 
Goe totheir graves like beds , fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot tty the caufe, 

W hich i s not tombe enough and continent ! ls! r 
Tohidetheilaine? O from this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody , or be nothing worth. Exit. 
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Enter Horatio, Gertrard , and a Gentleman. 

Quee. I will not fpeake with her. 

Gent. She is importunate. 

Indeed diftradf, her mood will needs be pittied. 

Quee. W hat would (he have ? 

Gent, she fpeakes much of her father ,fayes (he heares 
There s trickes t’th world, and hems, and beats her heart, 

Spumes envioufly at ftrawes, fpeakes things in doubr 
That carry but halfe fenfe, her fpeech is nothing, 

Yet the unfhaped uie of it doth move 
The hearers to collediion, they yawne at it. 

And botch the words up fit to their owne thoughts, 

W hich as winkes,and nods, and geftures yeeld them. 

Indeed would make one thinke there might be thought, 
Though nothing lure, yet much unhappily. 

iAra.’Tweregood fhe were (poken with, for (he may drew 
Dangerous conje&ures in ill-breeding minds. 

Let her come in. Enter Ophelia, 

Quee . « To my fickc foule, as fins true nature is, 

« Each toy feemes prologue to feme great amide; 

“ So full ofartlefle jealoufie is guilt, ' 

“ It (pills it (elfe in fearing to be (pilt, 

Ophel. Whereis the beauteous majefty of Denmark* ? 
Quee. How now Ophelia ? She fingt, 

Ophel. How fhould I your true love know from another one? 
By his cocklehat and ftaft'e,and by his (endall fhoone. 

Quee. Alas fweet Lady , what imports this fong ? 

Ophel. Say you, nay pray you marke. 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone. Song, 

At his head a grafle-greene turfe, at his heeles a done. 

Oho. 

Quee. Nay but Ophelia. 

Oph. Pray you mark. W hits his (hrowd as the mountain (how. 

Enter King, 

Quee. Alas, looke here my Lord. 

Ophel. Larded all with fweet flowers. 

Which beweept to the ground did not goe, 

With true love (bowers. 



Song. 

King. 



(prince o/Denmarke. 

ring. How doe you pretty Lady. Q W le was a Bakers 

da \ e <god be at your table. 

whatit meanes, fay you this. & 

Tomorrow is S. V dent met day, 

Allin the morningbetime, 

And I a maid at your window 

ThOTuphcrof(**nddond his clothes>anddoptthechamb« door. 

™”n thc maid, that out a maide, newt departed mote. 

Op!£/^trieed?wtlmut an oath, lie make an end on’t- 

By gis and by Saint Charity, 
alacke and fie for fhame, > 

Young men will doe’t if they come tot, 

(^thfoe! beforeyou tumbled me you promis’d me to wed. 

(He anfwers. ) So fhould I a done, by yonder fun 

And thou hadft not come to my bod. 

JWmr.How long hath fhe been thus? . 

Oph. I hope all willbe well, we muft be patient: but I cannot 
chufe but weep to think they would lay him i’th cold ground ; my 
brother (hall know ofit,& fo I thank you for your good counleu. 
Come my coach, good night Ladies, good night. 

Sweet Ladies good night, good night. 

King. Follow her clofe, give her good watch I pray you. 

O this is the poylon of deep griefe , it (prings all from her fathers 
death : and now behold O Gertrard, Gertrard, 

W hen (brrowes come they come not (ingle (pies. 

But in battalians : firft,her father flaine. 

Next, your fonnegone,and he moft violent author 
Of bis owne juft remove ; the people muddied, 

Thicke.ancl unwholfome in thoughts and whilpers 
For good Polonittf death,& we have done but greenly 
In hugger muggerto interre him ; nooce Ophelia 
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Divided from her felfe and her faire judgement, 

W ithout which we^rd bntpidtures, or meerebeafts. 

Laft, and as much containing as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fecret come from France , 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfelfe in clouds. 

And wants notbuzzers to infe<5l his eare 
With peflilent Ipeeches of his fathers death, 

W herein nieceffity of matter beggerd 
W ill nothing fticke our perfon to arraigne 
In eare and eare : O my deare CJertrard, this 
Like to a Murdring-Peece in many places 
Gives me luperfluous death. A neife within. 

Enter Mejfenger , 

A'/»£.Attend,wherearemy Swiflers ?.let them guard the door, 
What is the matter? . w' 

CMeffen. Save your lelfe my Lord. 

The Ocean over-peering of his lift 
Eates not the flats with more impetuous hafte 
Than young Laertes in a riotous head 
Ore-beares your Officers ; the rabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to begin, 

Antiquity forgot, cuftome notknowne, 

The ratifiers and props of every word. 

They cry chulewe Laertes to rse. King, 

Caps, hands, and tongues applaud it to the clouds, 

Laertes fhall be King, Laertes King. 

Que. How cheerfully on the falfe trailethey cry, A r.oife within. 
O this is counter you falfe Danifh dogges. 

Enter Laertes with ethers- 

TOW. The doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is this King ? firs ftand you all without. 

<>s4H. No let’s come in. 

Laer. I pray you give me leave. 

eW//. W e will, we will. 

Laer. I thanke you, keep the doore. O thou vile King 
Give me my father. 

Oa^.Calmely gpo&Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood that’s calme proclaimes me baftard. 



(prince of Denroaike. 

of Slwh^eaufe^ iikt? 

not feare our perfon, 

J? *. £ divinity doth hedge a King. 

£ irerfon canbm peepeto what it wold, 
a lirr 1e of his will: tell me Laertes 

art thus incens’t : let him goe Gertrard, 

^Sr^Where is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

Ouce. Butnotbyhim. 

S' Hw^ehedead' ? He not be jugled with; 

Tohell allegeance, vowes to the 
Confidence and grace to the profoundeft pit> 

I dare damnation, to this point I ftand. 

That both the worlds I give to negligence. 

Let come what comes, onely He be reven a d 
Moft throughly for my father. 

King - Who fhall flay you? 

Laer. My will, not all the worlds : 

And for my meanes, lie husband them fo wel 

to kn0W the certainty 

Of your deare father, is’t writ in your revenge. 

That foop-ftake, you will draw both friend and roe,. 

W inner and lofer ? 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

KiW. Will you know them then? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide lie ope my armes, 
And like the kinde life-rendring Pelican 
Repaft them with my blood . 

King. W hy now you fpeake 
Like a good childe, and a true Gentleman* 

That I am suiltlelfe of your fathers death. 
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And am moft fenfible in griefefor it, 

It (ball as levell to your judgement pearc 

As day does to your eye. A miff within. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now ? what noife is that ? 

O heat dry up my braines, teares {even times Talc 
Burne out the fenfe and vertue of mine eye : 

By heaven thy madnefle {hall be paid with waight 
Till our fcale turne the beame. O Rofe of May ! 

Deare maid, kind lifter , Iweet Ophelia ! 

O heavens 1 is’t poffible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore mans life ! 

Ophel. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Beere, Song. 

And in his grave rain’d many a teare. 

Fare you well my Dove. 

i^r.Hadft thou thy wits, and didft perlwade revenge 
It could not move thus. 

Ophel. You mutt fing a downe, a downe. 

And you call him a dovyne a. O how the wheele becomes it. 

It isthe falfe fteward that ftole his Matters [daughter. 

Laer. This nothing’s more than matter. 

Ophel. There’s Rofemary, that’s for remembrance, pray yon 
love remember, and there’s Pancies, that’s for thoughts.- 
Laer. A document in madnes, thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Oph. There’s Fennill for you, and Columbines, there’s Rew for 
you , and here’s fome for mee , wee may [call it herbe of Grace a 
Sundayes, you may weare your Rew with a difference; there sa 
Dafie : I would give you fome Violets, but they vvitherd all when 
my father died ; they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my joy. 

Laer. Thoughts and affli&ions, paffion, hell it lelfe 
She turnes to favour and to prettineffe. 

ophel. And will a not come againe. 

And will a not eomeagakie. 

No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bed, 

. He never will come againe. 

His beard was as white as fnow. 



Song* 



Flaxen 



(Prince of Dcnma^ke# 

°' r'hoice “whom tour >'«' wi “> 

ffthey toll heart and judge '™“t y° u “ d 
l . or by collateral hand ^ 

Thev finde us toucht, we will our kingdome giv , 

Oo^Crowne, our life, and all that we call ours 
To you in fatisfeaion ; but if not, 

Be L content to lend your patience to us, 

5U we {ball jointly labour with your foule 
To give it due content. 

Laer. Let this be fo. 

Hismeanes ofdeath,his obfeure funerall, 

No Trophey,fword, nor Hatchment ore hisbones, 

No noble right, nor formall oftentation 

Cry to be heard as ’twere from earth to heaven, 

That I mutt call’t in queftion. 

King. So you fhall* 

And where th’offence is let the great axe fall. 

I pray you goe with me. xe n • 

Enter Horatio and others . 

Hora. What are they that would fpeake with me ? 

Cjen. Sea-faring men fir, they fay they have Letters for you. 
Hora. Let them come in. 

1 doe not know from what part of the world 

I {hould be greeted, if not from Lord 'Hamlet. Ent er Saylers . 
Say. God blefle you fir. 

Hora.Ltt himbleffe thee too.- 
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we were two day es old at fea , a Pirat of very warlike arma- 
ment gave ns chafe.Finding our felves too flow offaile w ”'° int ' 
a compelled valour ; and in the grapple I boarded them 5 - in rh^ 011 
ftant they got cleere of our (hip, fo I alone became their prifo,! n ' 
They have dealt with me like theeves of mercy, but thevVn^’ 
what they did ; I am to do a turnefor them.Let the King haverT 
Letters I have lent, and repaire thou to me with as much fpeed » 
thou wouldft flye death. I have words to fpeake in dime eare wifi 
make thee dumbe, yet are they much too light forthebordofthe 
matter, thefe good-fellowes will bring thee where I am, Rofen. 
cram and Guy Identt erne hold their courfe for •£»£/<*«<(, of them I 
have much to tell thee. Farewell. 

So that thou knowefi thine , 
Hamlet. 

Hora. Come, I will make you way for thefe your Letters, 
And doe’t the fpeedier that you may direct me 
To him from whom you brought them. Exeunt. 

Enter King and Laertes. 

King. Now muft your confcience my acquittance (eale, 

And you muft put me in your heart for friend, 

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing eare, 

That he which hath your noble father flaine 
Purlued my life. 

Laer. It well appejres : but tell me 
Why you proceed not againft thefe feates : : 

So criminall and capitall in nature. 

As by your fafety,greatnefle,vvilHome,all things elfe. 

You mainly were ftirr’d up. 

King. O for two Ipeciall reafons, 

W hich may to you perhaps feem much unflnnow’d. 

But yet to me tha’re ftrong : the Queen his mother 
Lives almoft by his lookes,and for my felfe, * 

My vertue or my plague, be it either which, 

She is fo conclive to my life and foule, 

That as the ftarre moves not but in his Sphere, 

I could not but by her : the other motive 
Why to a publike count I might not goe. 

Is the great love the generall gender beare him, * 



o/Dcnmarke. 



. 11 i->ic faults in their affe$ion> 

^h° d ffi n t heSpringthattntnethwood totonffj 

Work^^es to graces, fo that my attowes 
nihtlvumbered fo fo loved armes, 

T °° Save reverted to my bow againe, 

^ j l \enzzv on mount ot all t ne age 

;oft not ’** 

rSSda„8=r, 

pa^you morcly hea.e more. 

,0 'd your father, and we love our lelfe. 

And that I hope will teach you to imagine. 

A 1 Enter a Me([enger with Letters. 

M*f. Thefet 0 yourMajefty,thistotheQyeen. 

Kino From Hamlet? who brought them ^ r p, h 
Silers my Lord i : o 

They were given me by £lattdto, he receiv 
Ofhim that brought them . - . 

Kino. Laertes you fball heare them . leave us. 

I fhall (firft asking you pardon) thereunto recount 

Or is it fome abufe, and no fuch thing ? 

Laer. Know you the band ? 

King.’Lis Hamlets chzti&.cr. Naked- 
And in a poft-feripthere he faies alone, 

Canyoudevifeme? - 



v^anyouaevnemer - 

Laer. I am loft in it my Lord ; but let him c 
It warmes the very fickneffe in my heart, 

That I live, and tell him to his teeth. 

Thus didft thou. 



King* 



L 
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King. If it be fo Laertes , 

As how fhould it be fo, how otherwife, 

1W1II you be rul’d by me ? 

Lae r . I my Lord, fo you will not ore-rule me to a pew . 
. y[ K &' * ° t * 1, . ne °wn peace : if he be now returned^ 

As liking not his voyage,and that he meanes 
No more to undertake it, I will worke him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device. 

Under the which he fhall not chufe but fall, 

And for his death no wind of blame fhall breathe. 

But evenhis mother fhall uncharge the pra&ice. 

And call it accident. 

Laer. My Lord I will be rul’d. 

The rather if you could devife it fb 
That I might be the organ. 

King It falls right : 

You have bin talkt of fince your travell much. 

And that in Hamlets hearing, for a quality * 

Wherein they lay you fhine j yourfumme of parts 
Did not together pluckeliich envie from him 
As did that one, and chat in my regard 
Of the unworthieft fiege. 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth, 1 
Yet needfull too, for youth no lefle becomes 
The light and carelefle livery that it weares. 

Than fetled age his fables, and his weeds. 

Importing healch and gravenefle : two months fince 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy, 

I have feene my felfe,and lerv’d againft the French, 

And they can well on horfe-backe ; but this Gallant 
Had witch-craft in’t, he grew unto his feat. 

And to fuch wondrous doing brought his horfe 
As he had bin incorp’ft and demi-natur’d 
■With the brave beaft ; fo farre he topt my thought. 

That I in forgery of fhapes and trickes 5 

Come fhort of what he did. 

Laer, A Norman was't ? 




' of Denmark’ 

fS Upon my lfe Ltmrd. 

r>fail the Nation. 

He made confeffion of you> 



Yourfudden commingote to play wit y 
Now out of this. - r?> 

Laer. What out of this my Lord- ou? 

King, Laertes, was your father dearet y 

Orareyou likethe paintingofa forrow, 

A face without a heart? 

gZ'SSSSfc- didnodoveyour^ 

But that I kno w love is begun by time. 

And that T fee in paflages of proofe, _ 

Time qualifies the fparke and fire of it , 

There fives within the very flame of love 

Akindeofwieke orfnuffethac will abate it,. 

And nothing is at a like goodnefle ftnl > 

For goodnefle growi ng to a pleuri fie. 

Dies in his cwne too much, that we would doe, 

W e fliould doe when we would : for this Would chan D es, 
And hath abatements and delayes as many 
As there are toneues, arebands»are accidents. 

And then this Should is like a fpend-thrift figh, 

That hurts by eafing : but to the quicke of th’ulcer, 
Hamlet comes backe, what would you undertake 
, To fliew your felfe indeed your fathers fonne 
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More than in words? 

Laer. To cut his throat i’th Church. 

KiKg.No place indeed fhould murder fanauarize 
Revenge fhouldhave no bounds : but good Laertes ’ 

Will doe this >keep cbfe-withinyomchimber, 

Hamlet tetwa d (hall know yon are come home, 

W ee 11 put on thofe fhall praife your excellence. 

And let a double varnifh on the fame 

The Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine together, 

Andwager ore your heads ; he being remifle, 

S e ** er0 ds, and free from a 11 contriving, 

Will not perule the foiles , fo that with eafe, 

Or with a little fhuffling, you may chufe 
A word unbated, and in a pace of prablice 
Requite him for your father. 

Laer. I will doe’r j 

And for the purpofe lie annoint my fword ; 

I bought an un&ion of a Mountebanke 
So mortall, that but dip a knife in it. 

Where it drawes blood , po Cataplafme lo rare 
Colledfedfrom all Simples that have vertue 
Under the Moone, can lave the thing from death 
That is but leratcht withall ; He touch my point 
With this contagion, that if I gall him fleightly it may be 
King. Let’s further thinke of this, 

Weigh what conveiance both of time and meanes 
May fit us to our fliape ifehis Ihould faile. 

And that our drift look through our bad performance 
i were better not allay’d. Therefore this project 
Should have a backe or lecond,that might hold 
If this did blaft in pro'ofe : foft, let me fee. 

Wee’ll make a folemne wager on your cunnings, 
lhav’c, when in your motion yon are hot and dry. 

As make your bouts more violent to that end, 

And that he calls for drinke, He have prefer’d him 
A Chalice for the nonce, whereon but lipping, 

If he by chance fefcape your venom’d tucke, 

Our purpolemay hold there. But flay, what noile ? 



death,’ 









Enter 



ism&'i 
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(Prince of Denmarke. 

oedwhtreSuponanothersheele, 

, f ft fcyfcllow : yo« r,B«;sdtoy.n-a £«»"• 

°Lf- S.", , Swgrowesilcamf thebrook, 

ffliberaU(hephc,tds»«5S“^“”'’ 

PpII in the weeping brooke ? her clothe P 

&&sssffisa> 

As one incapable of her owne diftreffe. 

Or like a creature native and indued 
Unto that element, but long it could 

Till that her garments heavie with 

Puld the poore wench from her l. 

To muddy death. 

Laer- Alafle then i6 fhe drown d . 

Ouee. Drown’d, drown’d. . 

Laer.loo much of water haft thou poore Opbclut, 

And therefore I forbid my teares ; but y 
It is our tricke, nature her cuftome holds, 

Let fhame fay what it will ; when there are j 
The woman will be out. Adieu my Lord, 

I have afpeech afire that faine would biafej 
But that this folly drownes it. 

King. Let’s follow (jertrari ; 

How much I had to doe to calme his rage . 

Now feare I this will give it ftart againe, 

Therefore let’s follow. 

Enter two Clorones. . „ 

Clow. Is (heto be buried in Chriftian buriall, when fhe Wilful 
iyfeekes her owne falvation? 
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Othe T tell thee (hee is, therefore make her grave ftra'ot, 
Crowner hath fateon her, and finds it Chr i ft ian bur i a 1 1 \ 

Clo w. How can that be,unlefle he drown’d her felfe in 
defence? ^ m ner 

Oth. Why ’tis found lo. 



C low. It muft be fo offended, it cannot be elfe ; for here liesth 
point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly it argues an a<ft , and an 5 
hath three branches, it is to ad, to doe, to performe,oralj • ft 
drown’d her felfe wittingly. ’ ftee 

Oth. Nay but heare you goodman delver. 

Clow. Give me leave, here lyes the water, good, here (lands the 
man, good, if the man goe to this water and drowne himfelfe, it j s 
will he nill he ; he goes, marke you that :but if the water come to 
him and drowne him, he drownes not himielfe ; argali hee that is 
not guilty of his owne death (hortens not his owne life. 

Oth. But is this law ? 

Clow. I marry is’t, Crowners queft law. 

Oth Will you ha the truth ant’t,if this had not been a Gentle* 
jivoman fhe fhould havebin buried out a Chriftian buriall. 

Clow. W hy there thou faift,and the more pitty that great folke 
fhould have countenance in this world to drowne or bang them* 
felves, more than their even Chriften : Come my Ipade, there is no 
ancient Gentlemen but Gardeners, Ditchers, and Grave-makers, 
they hold up Adams profelfion. 

Oth. Was he a Gentleman ? 

Clow. A was the firft that ever bore armes. 
lie put another queftion to thee , if thou aniwereft mee not to the 
purpofe, confefle thy felfe. 

Oth. Goe to. 

Clow. What is hee that builds ftronger than either the Mafon, 
the Shipwright, or the Carpenter ? 

Os^.The gallowes-maker,for that out-lives a thoufand tenants. 
rio. I like thy wit well in good faith, the gallowes does well, but 
how does it well Pit does well to thofe that do ill, now thou dodt 
ill to fay the gallowes is built ftronger than the Church, argali the 
gallowes may doe well to thee. Tot againe,come . 

Oth. Who builds ftronger than a Mafon, a Shipwright, or a 

Carpenter ? clm 



(Prince of Denmarke. 

Sfgsts*^ ! • 

£5BSa#2Ssssa 

« mend hi, JU tillDoom elday. 

S,hwtenIdidlo.ed.dlove, 

Me thought it was very fweet 

To contr^O thetimeforamy behow, 

T O me thought there a was nothing a meet. 

° & Enter Hamlet and Herat o. . 

„ m . Has thU fellow no feeling of hiebnlineffe? a finga 

•* (fen,c - 

hath clawed me in his elute » 

And hath (hipped me into the land, 
as if I had never bin uc . ^ fing once, how the 

Hfnw.That skull had a tongue i 5 e Q ains jawbone, that 
knave jowles it to the ground , a w f pilititian.which 

knot? , 

S'or m S , which could fay , Good m*ro™™ 

LoT^dollfthourweel Lord > This ten,** “ 
a one, that praifed my Lordfuchaones horfe when a meant to 
beg it, might it not? 

Hrf.Why een fo,and now my Lady worms Choples, and knockc 
about themazec with a Sextens fpade ; here s fine revo utionan 
we had the tricke to fee’t, did thefe bones coft no more the bree- 
ding but to play at loggits with them ? mine ake to think on c. 
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O a pit of clay for to be made 
for fuch a gueft is meet. 




? why does he fuffer this mad knave now to knS’ 
him about the fconce with a dirty fhovell.and will not tell h' <• 
hrs a&ions of'battery?hum : this fellow might be in’s time a e™ ° f 
buyer of land , with his ftatutes , his recognilances , his fines 
double vouchers, his recoveries, to have his fine patefulloffirf 
dirt : will vouchers vouch him no more of his purchafes and don 6 
bles, than the length and bredth of a paire of Indentures ? the ve" 
ry conveiances of Jhisland willfcarcely Iyeinthisboxe,andmuft 
th’inheritorhimfelfehave no more? ha? 

Hera. Not a jot more my Lord* 

Ham. Is not parchment made of flieep- skins ? 

Her. I my Lord, and of calve-skins too- 

Ham. They are fheep and calves which feeke out aflurance in 
that. IwilUpeaketothis fellow: Whofe grave’s this firrah? 

Clow . Mine fir, or a pit of clay for to be made. 

Ham. I thinke it’s thine indeed, for thou lyeft in’t. 

Clew. You lye out on’t fir, and therefore ’tis not yours : for my 
part T doe not lye in’t, yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou aoft lye in’t,to bein’t and fay it is]thine,’tis for the 
dead, not for thequicke, therefore thou lyeft. 

Clow. ’Tis a quicke lye fir, ’twill againe from me to you. 

Ham. W hat man doeft thou digge it for ? 

Clow For no man fir.. 

Ham. W hac woman then ? 

Clow. For none neither. 

Ham. Whois to be buried in’t ? 

Clow. One that was a woman fir,but reft her fbule.fhee’s dead. 

Ham. How ablblute the knave is, we muft fpeakeby the card, or 
equivocation will undo us. By the Lord Horatiothis j.yeeresl 
have took note of it, the age is grown fo picked, that the toe of the 
pelant comes fo neere the heele of the Courtier, he galls his kibe. 
How long haft thou been a Grave-maker ? 

Clow. Ofthedayes i’th yeare I came to’t that day that our Ian 
King Hamlet overcame Fortinbrajfe . 



■ 1 H 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hamlet (STC 22279) LONDON, 163' 



(p r ince o/Dcntriarke* 



H°w long .^n^at "every foole can tell that ; it was that 

K if a doe not ’tis no great matter there. 

SSot be lien in himtherejehae »re mows mai a f»- 
jt jam. How came he mad ? 

C/w-Very flrangely they lay. 

S’ Fakheenwith lofing his wits. 

11— s «° n hcrem>n 

whorfon deal body: here’saskull now hath lyen you ithemh 

^^whorfon mad fellows it was, whofe do you think it was ? 

flSJ* A peftaence 1 onbim for a mad rogue, a pour’d a flaggonof 
Rhenifh on my head once ; this feme skull fir , was fir^ Tortck* ^ 
skull the Kings Jefter. 

Ham. This ? 

Clow. Een that. 



es 



H^.Alas poor Toricke, 1 knew him Horatio , a fellow of infinite 
jeftjofmoft excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his backe a thou- 
fand times , and now how abhorred in my imagination it is ? my 
gorge rifes at it. Here hung thofe lips that I have kift I know not 
how oft: where bee your jibes now, your gamboles, your fongs, 
your flafhes of merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a 

M 



roare ? 
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roare ? not one now to mock your own grinnrne > m„v- l 
N ojvgetyOutomjLadiei table, andtell hef,' l t £ cho P faI n? 
inch chick^o this favour {he muff come; make her Wh pa . nt 311 
Prethee Horatio tell me one thing. au S b at that. 

Hora. What’s that my Lord ? 

A f . r. n » 



Ham. And Imelt lb ? pah. 
r Hor a. Een lo my Lord. 

JW To what bafe ufes we may returne Horatio ! Whw m, 

th ' n0bfc " « • Sc 

t0 confider t0 ° cuwoufly to confider fo 
mJr'uM VL C a i ot ’ butto follow him thither with modeflv 
b3 h ’!/ B / d llke ,i lh00d t0 lead ic - dfexandhr &td, Alexander^ 
nSS Alex * nd *r returneth to duft, the duft is earth ,of earth we 
make lome, & why of that lome whereto he was converted might 
they not flop a Beere-barrell ? 5 

Imperious Cafar dead and turn’d to clay 
Might flop a hole to keepe the wind away. 

O that that earth which kept the world in awe, 

Mould patch a wall t’expell the waters flaw! 

But foft, but foft a while, here comes the King, Enter King, 
T e QueenjtheGourtiers :who is this they follow , Que. Laertes 
And with fucb maimed rites? this doth betoken, andthecorfe. 
The coarfe they.follow did with defperatehand 
Fordoe its owne life ; ’twas oflome eflatc : 

Couch we a while and marke. 

T si 1 /• ft 



Laer. What Ceremony elfe? 

Ham. That is Laertes ,a very noble youth. 

Laer. What Ceremony elfe ? 

Dotl. Her obfequies have bin as farinlarg’d 
As we have warranty ; her death was doubtfull. 

And but that great command ore-fwayes the order, v 
She fhould in ground unlandlified bin lodg’d 
Till the laft trumpet : for charitable prayers. 

Flints and pebbles fhould be rhrowneon her, 

Yet here {he is allow’d her virgin rites* 



(Prince o/Dcnmarkc- 

u er maiden flrewrne" 18 . ^ chebringing home 

Qf bell a n Mufttherenomorebedone? 

^efooiildprofanethe fervice ofthe dead, 

As to peace-parted foules. 

T aer. Lav her i th earth, 

And from her faire and unpolluted fjefh 
May violets fpring : I tell thee churhfo Prieft 
A minifying Angel fhall my After be 

When thou lyeft howling. 

Ham. What ? thefaire Ophelia • 

Once. Sweets to the fweet, farewell. 

And not have ftrew d thy grave. 

Laer. O treble woe '• , 

Fall ten times double on that curled head. 

Whole wicked deed thy moft ingenuous fenie 
Deprived thee of : hold off the earth a while* 

Till I have caught her once more in mine armes. 

Now pile your duft upon the quicke and dead, 

Till of this flat a mountaine you have made 
T’oretopold Pelion y or the sky ifh head 
Ofblew Olympus. 

Ham. W hat is he whofe griefe 
Bearesfuch an empha/is,vihofe phrafe offbrrow 
Conjures the wandring ftars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder- wounded hearers ?’tis I, 

Hamlet the Dane. 



JTX Cirri' l Cl LHC vlaCo 

Laer. The Divcll take thy foule. 

Ham. 7hou pray’ft not well; 1 prethee take thy fingers from 
For though I am not fpleenative and rafh, ( my throat. 

Yet have I in me fomething dangerous, 

W hich let thy wifedorae feare ; hold off thy hand. 
iC/»g.Plucke them afunder. 

Quee. Hamlet , Hamlet . 
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jiU. ©entlemen. 

Hora. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why I will fight with him upon this theam 
Untill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 

Quee. O my Ibnne, what theame ? 

Ham. I lov’d Ophelia, forty thoufand brothers 
uld not with all their quantity of love 
ke up my lum : What wilt thou doe for her ? 

King. O heis mad Laertes. 

Qtiee. For love of God fbrbeare him. 

Ham. Swounds (Lew me what thou’t doe, 

W oo’t weep, woo’t fight, woo’t faft , woo’t teare thv 
Woo t drinkup Efill,eat a Crocodile ? (fclfe. 
lie doe t : doeft thou come here to whine? 

To out-face me with leaping in her grave ? 

Be buried quicke with her,and fo will I ; 

And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 
Millions of acres on us, till our ground 
Cindginghis pate againft the burning Zone, 

Make Ojfa like a wart ; nay and thou’lt mouth 
lie rant as well as thou. 

S>uec. This is meere madnefle. 

And thus a while the fit will worke on him j 
Anon as patient as a female Doe, 

When that her golden cuplets aredilclos’d. 

His filencewill fit drooping. 

Ham. Heareyou fir. 

What is the rea Ion that you ufe me thus ? 

I lov’d you well, but it is no matter, 

Let Hercules himfelfe doe what he may 
The Cat will mew, a Dogge will have his day. Exit Hamlet 

King. I pray thee good Horatio wait upon him. & Horatio • 
Strengthen your patience in our laft nights lpeech, 

W ee’ll put the matter to the prefent pufh . 

Good Gertrard fet feme watch over your fonne, 

This Grave fhall have a living monument, 

An houre of quiet thereby (hall we fee. 

Till then in patience our proceeding be. Exeunt- 



prince of Denmarke. 

* H,r. Re ^ b X\Stowas a ldnd of fighting 

thonght I la, 

y ’ 

Ourindifcretion feme 

There’s^ divinity that lhapes our ends, 

Rough hew them how we will. 

Hora. That is moft certaine. 

Grop’t I to find out them, had my d e & e , 

To mine owteroome agame, making 

taPMtingB^fe health, and 

With hoc fuch Bogs and Goblins in my hf , 

TWnn rhe fuoervife, no leifure bated, 



Hora. I befeech you. ...... „ 

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with viilaines, 
Ot I could make a Prologue to my braines 
They had begun the Play : I late me downe, 

Devis’d a new Commifiion, wrote it faire: 

I once did hold it, as our Statifts doe, 

A bafeneffe to write faire , and labour’d much 
How to forget that learning ; but fir now 
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y® or P ans fe #|ffi)t ion know 

Th effect of what I wrote? 

Hora. I good my Lord. 

Ham. An earned conjuration fj:om the Kins, 

As England was his faithful! tributary. 

As love between them like the Palme might flourilh . 

As peace fhould ftifl her whe^ten garland weare, 

And ftand a Comma ’tweene their amiue§. 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge, 

That on the yievy and knowing ofthefe contents, 

W ithout debatement further more or leffe 
He fhould thofe bearers put to fudden death. 

Not fhriving time allow’d. 

Hora. How was this feal’d? 

Ham. Why even in that was heaven ordinant : 

I had my fathers fignet in mypurie. 

Which was the modell of that Dan/Jh feale. 

Folded the writ up in the forme of th’other, 

Sublcrib’d it, gave’t thimpreflion, plac’d it iafely, 

T he changling never known ; now the next day 
W as our fea-fight, and what to this was fequent 
Thou know’ft already. 

Hor. So (juyldcnFtern and Rofencrata go to’t. 

Ha.lhty are not neare my con(cience,their defeat 
Does by their owne infinuation grow ; 

Tis dangerous when the bafer nature comes 
Between thepafle and fell incenfed points 
Ofmighty oppofites. 

Hor. WhywhataKingisthis! 

Ham. Does it not, think you, fiand menovv upon ? 

He that hath kill’d my King, and whor’d my mother, 

Popt in between th’ele<ftion and my hopes, 

Throwne out his angle for my proper life. 

And with fach cofena^e, is’t not perfect confidence? 

Enter a, Courtier. 

Com. Your Lordfhipis right welcome backe to Denmark* . 

Ham, I humbly thanke you fir. 

Doeft know this Water-Aye ** 

TJayA 



(Prince (rfD&riiike: 

tf^.Nomygood^- . . . ou ^.^^icfetd khow 

Hanr-I hyAaterlt e fertill,let abeaft be Lord of beads, 

» ****>■#>***» 1 

*&****»- 

riohr nfe.’cis for the head. 

Xria.dTgrcKw^ct'on yom head, & th,s is the matter. 



ice him, his umbrage, nothing more- , 

Com . YourLordfhip fpeakes moftinfallibly ofhjm. . ' . 
Ham. The concernancy fir, why do we wrap the Gentleman 
lr more rawer breath ? 

Sr^is’t not pofoble to underftand in another tongue , yon 
ill /-Wm- fir r£ftllv. 
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Cour. Of Laertes t 

Cc#r. I know you are not ignorant* 

Ham. I would you did fir ; yet in faith if you did it wr„u 
much approve me : well fir. 1 1C W ° U W not 

\ C°»r. You are ignorant ofwhat excellence Laertes is 
^ Ham. J dare not confeffe that, left I fhould compare wirh w 
in excellence ; but to know a man well were to know himfelf ^ 
Cour. I meant : fir for his weapon , but in the imputation to on 
him by them in his meed hee s unfellowed* Q 

Ham. What’s his weapon? 

Cottr. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That’s two of his weapons ; but well. 

C our. The King fir hath wager’d with him fixe Barbery horfes 
againft the which he has impawn’d as I take it fix Fr#w/>Rapiers 
and Poniards, with their aflignes, as girdle, hanger, and fo : three 
of the carriages in faith are very deare to fancy, very refponfiveto 
the hilts, moft delicate carriages, and of very liberall conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages ? 

H«r a. I knew you muft be edified by the margin ere you had 
done. 

Cour. The carriages fir are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrafe would be more german to the matter if wee 
could carry a cannon by our fides, I would it might be hangerstill 
then :but on,fixe Barb ary horfes againft fixe French ivverds, their 
aflignes, and three liberall conceited carriages, that’s the French 
bet againft the Danijh, why is this all you call it ? 

Cour * The King fir, hath laid fir,that in a dozen pafles betweene 
your felfe and him he fhall not exceed you three hits, he hath laid 
on twelve for nine,and it would come to immediate triall, if youi 
Lordfhip would vouchlafe theanfwer. 

Ham. How if I anfwer no ? 

Cour. I meane my Lord the oppofition ofyour perfon in triall* 

Ham. Sir I will vvalke here in the hall, ifit pleafe his Majeflic, 
it is the breathing time of day with me, let the foiles be brought, 
the Gentleman willing, and the King hold his purpofe, I will win 
for him and I can j if not, I Will gaine nothing but my lhame and 
the odde hits. ' ° w ' 



(prince o/Dcnniarke. 

fiS* To1hL d effS^after what fiouriflh your nature will. 
t0n //^.Tliis Lapwing runs away with the Hjell on his head. 

Haw A did fo fir with his dugge before a fucktit; thus has he 

* many more of thefamebreed that I know, the droflie age dotes 
nn onely got the tune ofthe time, and out of an habit of mcoun- 
’ a kinde of mifty eolledhion , which carries them through and 
throu°h the moft profane and trennowned opinions j and doe but 
blow them to their triall, the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord- My Lord, his Majefti e commended him to you by young 
Oflrickj, who bring s back t° him that you attend him in the hali, 
he fends to know ifyourpleafureholdtoplay mthLaertesfitthsi 
you will take longer time ? 

Ham. Iamconftant to my purpofes, they follow the Kings 
pleaiure ; if his fitnefle fpeaks, mine is ready, now or whenfoever, 
provided I be fo able as now* 

Lord. The King and Queen and all are comming downe. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. TheQueen defires you toufe fome gentle entertainment 
to Laertes before you goe to play. 

Ham . She wcllinftruifsme. 

Hor, You will lofe my Lord. 

Ham. I doe not thinke fo, fince he went into Trance I have bin 
in continuall practice ; I fhall win at the oddes :'thou wouldft not 
think how ill all’s here about my heart, but itis no matter* 

Hor a. Nay good my Lord; 

Ham. It is but foolery, but it is luch a kind ofgame-giving as 
would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hor a. If your mind diflike any thing obey it, I fhall foreftall 
theirrepaire hither, and fay you are not fit* 

. a whit, we defie Augury, there is a fpeciall providence 

in the fell of a Sparrow : if it be, ’tis not to come, if it bee not to 
come, it will be now, ifit be not now, yet it Will come, the readi- 
neiieisall, fince no man of ought he leaves knowes what is’t to 

N leave 
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leavebetimes, let be. 

A table prepared, Dwty „ 
K t ”£ 3 Q* leeK ’? n d * % t ^ e fi ( i^afviles. > daggers,and 
King.. Usme Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 
Ham. Give me your pardon fir, I have done you-wron^, 
But pacdon’t as you are a Gentleman : this pretence knows 
And you muft needs have heard how lam punifht 
With afore diftradlion; what I have done 
That might your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaime was madnefle. 

Was’t Hamlet wrong’d Laertes ? never Hamlet ; 

If Hamlet from himfelfe be taneaway. 

And when hee’g not himfelfe does wrong Laertes , 

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it : 

Who does it then ? his madneffe ; if ’t be lb, 

Hamlet is of the faction that is wronged. 

His madnefle is poore Hamlets enemy j 
Let nay difclaiming from a purpos’d:evill 
Free rnelo farre in your moft generous thoughts. 

That I have fhot my arrow ore the houfe. 

And hurt my brother. 

L,aer. Iamlatisfied in nature. 

Whole motive in this calefhouldfticreme molt 
To my revenge, but i n my tearmes of honour 
I Hand aloofe,and will no reconcilement. 

Till by Ibrne elder Mailers of knowne honour 
I have a voice andptefident of peace 
To my name ungor’d : but all that time 
T doe receive your offered lovelike love. 

And will not wrong it. 

Ha. I embrace it freely, and wi If this brothers wager 
frankly play. 

Giveustbefeiles.. . : ' 

Laer. Come, one for me. 

Ham. He be your 1oWtLaertes,\t\ mine ignorance 
Your skill fhall like a ftarre i’tfa darkeft night 
Scicke, fiery off indeed- 
Laer. Youmotke me .fir- 
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(Prince of ©c 






X^Gi^ themthe foi Is young Ofrickj coRnHam- 

you know the wager. 

y 0 ^SaIe e h y as W laidX odd^ a’thweakerfide. 

Y S- 1 doenoefeare it, ihavefeenyonbotb, 
b/c fi fee he is better we have thereforeoddes. 

B laer. This is too heavie, let We fee an0the [* . 

.This likes me wel,thele foils have all a length 
nfir. I my good Lord. 

X,«|. Set metheftoopsofwine uponthetabie ; 

If Hamlet give the firft or fecOfid hit. 

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their Ordnance fire ; 

The King (hall drink to Hdmlets better breach* 

And in the cup an Onyx fhall he throw 
Richer than that which foure fucceffiye Kings 
In Derm arks Crown have worn. Give methe cUpS, 
And let the Kettle to the Trumpet fpeake, 

The Trumpet to the Canoneer without. 

The Cannons to the heavens, the heavens toearth. 



Now the KipgdcinkeS'to Hamlet •• come begin, TrAWeT-f 
And you the Judges beare a warieeye. the miles 

Ham. Come on fir. 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

Ham. One. 

Laer, No. 

Ham. Judgement. 

Ofir. A hit, a very palbable hit. Drum,TruMpets,andJbeti 

Laer. W ell, againe. Flourish, a Peece goes off", . 

King. Stay, give medrinke, Hamlet thispearle rs thine, 

Here’s to thy health : give him the cup. 

Ham. lie play this bout firft, let k by a while. 

Come, another hit, what lay you t 

Laer. I doe confeft. ~ . 

King. Our fonne fhallwin. - :r r f 

Qnee. Hee’s fat and leant of breath. 

Here Hamlet^xfikMoy napkin, wipe thy brovtfes ? 
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The Queen carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet, 

Ham. Good Madam. 

King- Cjertrard doe not drinke. 

Quee. I will my Lord, I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfoned cup, it is too late. 

Ham. I dare not drinke yet Madam, by and by.’ 

Que:. Come, letme wipe thy face. 

Laer.My Lord lie hit him now. 

King. I doe not think’t. 

Laer. And yet it is almoft againft my confcience. 

Ham. Come, for the third Laertes, ym doe but dally, 

I pray you pafle with your beft violence, 

I am fure you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you fb ? come on. 

O&r. Nothing neither way . 

Laer- Have at you now- 

King.Vitt them, they are incens’t . 1 

Ham. Nay come againe. 

O fir. Looke to the Queen there ho. 

Hora. They bleed on both fides, how is’t my Lord ? 

Ofir. How is’t Laertes ? 

Lae, Why as a woodcock to mine own fprindge Ofiricke] 
l am juftly kill’d with mine owne treachery. 

Ham. How does the Queehe ? 

King. Shefwounes to fee them bleed.. 

Que .No^Ojthe drink, the drink, O my deare Hamlet, 

The drinke, the drinke, I am poyfoned. 

Ham O villaine ! ho let the doore be loekt, 

Treachery, feeke it out. 

Laer. It is here Hamlet ; thou art flaine* 

No medicine in the world can doe thee good. 

In thee there is not halfean houres life. 

The treacherous inflrument is in thy hand. 

Unbated and envenom’d, the foule praQice 
Hath turn’d it felfe on me ; Io here I lye 
Never to rife againe : thy mother’s poyfon'd, 

Jt am no more, the King, the King’s to blame; 

Ha. The point envenom’d too, then venom to thy work. _ 

irr ' ‘ " " ’ ftm 
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(Prince of Demvisrkc. 

fiteidMantattatt: 

S' Here thou iieftious damned IB.«, 

D S=offtor i «“ !iSthe °' ,,Xh “ ,! (‘felfe. 
ic j * a 

« Cnee foreiveneffe with me noble Hamlet, > 

Mine an § d my Others death come not upon thee, , 

e Hea^n make thee free of it, I follow the ' • 

T am dead Horatio , wretched Queen adieu. 

You that looke pale and tremble at dus chance, 

That arebut mutes or audience to this aft, - 

Had! but time (as this fell Sageant death 
Is drift in his arreft) O I c0U ] d “j - y * 

But let it be: Horatio I am dead, . 

Thou lived, report me and my caufe aright 
Totheunfatisfied. 

Hora. Never beleeve it, 

I am more an antique Reman than a Van , 

Here’s yet fome liquor left* 

As th’art a man . , r 

Give me the cup, let goe,by heaven He hav t : 

O God Horatio what a woundedname, 5 

Things (landing thus unknown, fhall I leave behind m . 

If thou didft ever hold me in thy heart 

Abfent thee from felicity a while, ... . , 

And in this harfh world draw thy breath in pame A mar eh a 

To tell my dory : what warlike noife is this ? farre off. 

Enter Ofiricke. 

O/K Young Fortinbraffe withconqueft come from P olrfnd 
Th’Embafladors of England gives this warlike volly. 

Ham. O I dye Horatio, 

The potent poylon quite ore-growes my Ipirit ; 

I cannot live to heare the newes from England , 

But I doe prophefie the eleftion lights 
On Fortinbraffe ; he has my dying voice. 

So tell him, with th’occurrents more and led 
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Which have folicited : the reft in filence. 

Hor a Now'dracks affable heart, goodnight fweet 
And flight of Angels fing thee to thy Heft. (Prince, 
Why does the drum cOtirfe hither ? 

Enter F ortinbrajfe, with the Embajfaiers. 
Fort. Wherfe is this fight ? 

Hor. What is ft yonwouldfee? 

If ought ofwoe or wonder, ceafe your fettchf 
For. This quarry cryeson havock : O proud death. 
What feaft is toward in thiftte irifernaU Gell, 

That thou fo many Prfhde's at aiftfot 
So bloudily haft ftrooke? 

Embaf. The fight is difittSfi, 

And our affaires from England co mfe too fate, 
Theeares arefenfeleffe that fhouldgives us hearing, 
To tell him his commandement isTutfill’d, 

That %ofencrAPte and GttyldinFlertt ate dead. 
Where fhould we have our thanks ? 

Hor. Not from his mouth. 

Had it th’ability of life tOtharike you ; 

He never gave commandement for their death. 

But fince fo jumpe upon this bloody queftion 
You from the Pollack, wars, and you from England 
A re here arrived , give order that thefe bodies 
High on a ftagebe placed tbthe view, 

And let me (peake to’th yet unknowing world 
How thefe things came about ; fo fhall yottheare 
Ofcrubll, bloody, and unhaturall acts. 

Of accidental 1 judgements, cafuall (laughters, 
Ofdeaths put on by cunning, and fornoeaule. 

And in this'tipfhSt.'ptirpbfes miftooke, 

Paine on thdlhverttors heads tail this can I 
Truely deliver. 

Fort. Let us hafte to heate it. 

And call the nobfcft to theaudience : 

For me, with forrow I embrace my fortune, 

I have feme rights of memory in this kingdome. 
Which now to claime my vantage doth invite me. 



(Prince of Denmark^ 

^^S^^ v ^“r r S‘ wP " omore! 

Onplots and errors happen. 

^“Sdiets mulkk and the right of watte 
'Sch a fight as this 

Becomes the field, bat here ihewes much 
Goebid the Souldiers (hoot. ***** 
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fc(Tc Ti v»i i)i t criiie pou tliercfcze bobaf 

me hoivlesias 3 iuuSu£e 8 $# 

?C« fcotueapins 3 to?U 

Bcpan ^acrtHjtre'aaa ujcn ©Mt 

isi^sii*i 

^r^ott aftmebsbjiesias 
V STi?i he fet Inon tbc cUucctjc tJou# auD ogoatt;.. 

(iSatlDc i;all, an& 




liib then t\)t maincc of tijc fpitleljoufe , to lift? 
fe« of out^b i$,tmb owntfiefc folltfS in borne 
lentomUbe maitteroftlje UofpttaU to fiottlegia? 



*isoin«»leafure,€b§ aaPtoeret) t?otoleftiag£ fo tlje 

mmtt of ciie wmW# f* ?P{ e / 

ta,an&li rerovec aa&matsettmnbole 0 l 31^ 
fift*nej», * Oeafe#,anD topU t;aue no motive fpU al the 
fitfee paKfoiiP be belitieseb out of tl>’ Ijofpifal , CiJffe 
iaijbespSeafet) t&e malftet oftljc Ijofpital Uetp tx>?il , 

SlnSbejane bimfome ntoncp in Iji^IjaHbe^pon /£ 
nunsto? after came botoleslas Jfo 
mguafcetMm ft tM be affceb £ fithe foUje , oiifcafeeajgi 
the ether, babat Uefeafe tbep JmD,anD token be IiaBbc \k 
sf&b them lutircn Ijt riwfcetb* fi»? re fcpcn Me ^ 
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